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THE WAROFCAROS; 

A FOl 



ARGUMENT. 

Caros is probably the noted usurper Carausiusy by birth a Me- 
napian, who assumed the purple in the year 384 : and, seizing 
on Britain, defeated the Emperor Maximian Herculius in se- 
veral naval engagements, which gives propriety to his being 
called in this poem the king of ships. He repaired Agricola'a 
wall, in order to obstruct the incursions of the Caledonians; 
and when he Mras employed in that work, it appears he was 
attacked by a party under the command of Oscar the son of 
Ossian. This battle is the foundation of the present poem, 
which is addressed to Malvina the daughter of Toscar. 



Bring^ daughter of Toscar ! bring the harp! the 
light of the song rises in Ossian's soul ! It is like the 
fields when darkness covers the hills around^ and the 
shadow grows slowly on the plain of the sun. I be- 
hold my son^ O Malvina! near the mossy rock of 
Crona.* But it is the mist of the desert, tinged with 
the beam of the west ! Lovely is the mist, that as- 
sumes the form of Oscar ! turn from it, ye winds, 
when ye roar on the side of Ardven ! 

Who comes towards my son, with the murmur of 
a song ? His staff in his hand, his grey hair loose on 

* Crona is the name of a small stream which runs into the 
Carron. 

VOL. II. B 



2 THE WAR OF CARDS: 

the wind. Surly joy lightens his face. He often 
looks back to Caros. It is Ryno* of songs^ he that 
weat to view the foe. " What does Caros kiug^ of 
ships ?" said the son of the now mournful Ossian^ 
'^ spreads he the wings f of his pride^ bard of the 
times of old!" '' He spreads them^ Oscar/* replied 
the bard» " but it is behind his gathered heap4 He 
looks over his stones with fear. He beholds thee 
terrible, as the ghost of night, that rolls the wave to 
his ships !" 

" Go, thou first of my baids !" says Oscar, " take 
the spear of Fingal. Yix. a flame on its point. Shake 
it to the wmds of heaven. Bid him, in songs, to 
advance, and leave the rolling of his wave. Tell to 
Caros that I long for battle ; that my bow is weary of 
the chace of Cona. Tell him the mighty are not here > 
md that my arm is young." 

He went with the murmur of songs. Oscar reared 
his voice 6n high. It reached his heroes on Ardven, 
like the noise of a cave ; when the sea of Togorma 
tolls before it ^ and its trees meet the roaring winds. 
They gather round my son like the streams of the 
hill \ when, after rain, they roll in the pride of their 
GourBe. Ryno came to the mighty Caros. He struck 
his flaming spear. Come to the battle of Oscar, O 

* Ryno is often mentioned in the ancient poetry. He seems 
to have heen a Bard, of the first rank, in the days of Fingal. 

f The Roman eagle. 

\ Agricola*s wall, which Carausius repaired. 
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thcfu that sittest on the rolling of waves ! Kngal is 
distant far ; he hears the songs of bards in Morven: 
the wind of his hall is in his hair. His terrible spear 
is at his side ; his shield that is like the darkened 
moon ! Come to the battle of Oscar ; the hero is alone ! 

He came not over the streamy Carun.* The bard 
returned with his song. Grey night grows dim on 
Crona The feast of shells is spread. A hundred 
oaks bom to the wind ', faint light gleams over the 
heath. The ghosts of Ardven pass thro* the beam> 
and shew their dim and distant forms. Comala f is 
half unseen (m her meteor > Hidallan is sullen and 
dim^ like the darkened moGSi behind the mist of night. 

'^ Why art thou sad ?'' said Ryno -, for he alone 
beheld the chief. '' Why art thou sad, Hidallan ! 
hast-thou not received thy fame ? The songs of Ossian 
have been heard ^ thy ghost has brightened in wind, 
when thou didst bend from thy cloud, to hear the 
song of Morven's bard !" '' And do thine eyes/' 
said Oscar, '* behold the chief, like the dim meteor 
of night ? Say, Ryno, say, how fell Hidallan, the 
renowned in the days of my fathers ? His name re* 
m^sonthfe rocksofCona. 1 have often seen the 
streams of his bills !" 

• The river Carron. 

f This is the scene of Comala's death, which is the subject 
of the dramatic poem. The poet mentions her in this place, 
in order to introduce the sequel of Hidallan's stnry, who, on 
account of her death, had been expelled from the wars of 
Fingal. 
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Fingal, replied the bard, drove Hidallan from his 
wars. The king's soul was sad for Coraala, and his 
eyes could not behold the chief. Lonely, sad along 
the heath, he slowly moved, with silent steps. His 
arms hang disordered on his side. His hair flies loose 
from his brow. The tear is in his down-cast eyes; a 
sigh half-silent in his breast ! Three days he strayed 
unseen, alone, before he came to Lamor's halls : the 
mossy halls of his fathers, at the stream of Balva.* 
There Lamor sat alone beneath a tree ; for he had 
sent his people with Hidallan to war. The stream 
ran at his feet, his grey head rested on his staff. Sight- 
less are his aged eyes. He hums the song of other 
times. The noise of Hidallan's feet came to his ear : 
he knew the tread of his son. 

*' Is the son of Lamor returned j or is it the sound 
of his ghost? Hast thou fallen on the banks of Carun, 
son of the aged Lamor ? Or, if I hear the sound of 
Hidallan's feet : where are the mighty in the war ? 
where are my people, Hidallan ! that were wont to 
return with their echoing shields ? Have they fallen 
on the banks of Carun ?" 

" No :" replied the sighing youth, '/ the people of 
Lamor live. They are renowned in war, my father ! 
but Hidallan is renowned no more. I must sit alone on 
the banksof Balva, when the roar of the battle grows." 

* This is perhaps that small stream, still retaining the name 
of Balva, which runs through the romantic valley of Glentivar 
in Stirlingshire. Balva signifies a silent itrtam \ and Glentivar^ 
tki ttquistered vale. 
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*' But thy fathers never sat alone," replied the 
rising pride of Lamor. " They never sat alone on 
the banks of Balva, when the roar of battle rose. 
Dost thou not behold that tomb ? My eyes discern 
it not 3 there rests the noble Grarmallon, who never 
fled from war! Come, thou renowned in battle, he 
says, come to thy father*s tomb. How am I renown- 
ed, Garmallon ? my son has fled from war I" 

'' King of the streamy Balva !" said Hidallan with 
a sigh, ." why dost thou torment my soul ? Lamor, 
I never fled. Fingal was sad for Comala ; he denied 
his wars to Hidallai^. Go to the grey streams of thy 
land, he said 3 moulder like a leafless oak, which the 
winds have bent over Balva, neva: more to grow !*' 

'' And must I hear," Lamor replied, *' the lonely 
tread of Hidallan^s feet? When thousands are re- 
nowned in battle, shall he bend over my grey streams ? 
Spirit of the noble Garmallon ! carry Lamor to his 
place; his eyes are dark 3 his soul is sad ; his son has 
lost his fame!'* 

" Where," said the youth, <' shall J search for 
fame, to gladden the soul of Lamor?. From whence 
shall I return with renown, that the sound oi my arms 
may be pleasant in his ear ? If I go to the^chace of 
hinds, my name will not be heard. Lamor will not 
feel my dogs, with his hands, glad at my arrival from 
the hill. He will not enquire of his mountains, or 
of the dark-brown deer of his deserts !" 

" I must fall," said Lamor, '' like a leafless oak : 
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it grew cm a rock ! it was overturned bj the winds ! 
My ghost will be seen on my hills, tnoomful for my 
young Hidallan. Will not ye, ye mists ! as ye rise^ 
hide him from my sight ? My son ! go to Lamor's hall : 
tliere the arms of our fathers hang. Bring the sword 
of Garmallon ; he took it from a foe !" 

He went and brought the sword with all its studded 
thongs. He gave it to his father. The grey-haired 
hero felt the point with his hand. 

'* My son ! lead me to Garmallon's tomb : it rises 
beside that rustling tree. The long grass is withered : 
I hear the breezes whistling there. A little fountain 
murmurs near, and sends its water to Balva. Hiere 
let me lest j it is noon : the sun is on our fields !*' 

He led him to Garmallon's tomb. Lamor pierced 
the side of his son. They sleep together : their an- 
cient halls moulder away. Ghosts are seen there at 
noon : the valley is silent, and the people shun the 
place of Lamor. 

".Mournful is thy tale," said Oscar, " son of the 
times of old ! My soul sighs for Hidallan ; he fell in 
the days of his youth. He flies on the blast of the 
desert, his wandering is in a foreign land. Sons of 
the echoing Morven ! draw near to the foes of Flngal. 
Send the night away in scmgs 3 watch the strength of 
Caros. Oscar goes to the people of other times ; to 
the shades of silent Ardven^ where his fathers sit 
dim in their clouds, and beln^d the future war. And 
art thou there, Hidallan, like a half extinguished me- 
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teor ? Oxne to way sights in tfaf 9amw, chief of 
the winding Balvt !" 

Tke heroes move with dior s<9tigB. OMWiiowlf 
ascends the hin. The meteors of night set on the heath 
befbte him. Adistanttorrent^RDtly roars. Unfreqae&t 
blasts rash tfaioi]^ aged oaks. The half-enlightened 
moon sinks dim and red behind her ML Feeble Toioes 
are heatd on the healh. Oscar dirw lus tfwoid ! 

'^ Come/' said the hero, '^ O ye ^sts of my ft* 
thers ! ye that fbt^ht against the kings of the woiM ! 
Tell me the deeds of fixture times ; and your converse 
in your caves ; when yon talk together, and behold 
your sons in the fields of the brave." 

Treranor done, inam his hili^ at the ¥oice of his 
nij^ty son. A cloudy like the steed of the stranger^ 
supported his airy limbs. His robe is of tihe mist <^ 
Lano, ^at bni^ death to the people. His swoid is 
a green meteor half-«xdnguished. His face is with- 
out form, and dark. He sighed thrice over the hero : 
thrice the winds of night roared around ! Many were 
his words to Oscar; but they only came by halves to 
our ears : they were dark as the tales of othor times, 
be&Rre the light of the song arose. He dowly vanish- 
ed, like a mist that melts on the sunny hiD. It was 
then, O daughter of Toscar ! my son began first to 
be sad. He foresaw the fall of his race. At times, 
he was thoughtful and dark; like the sun when he 
carries a doud on his fisice, but again he looks forth 
firom his darkness on the green hills of Cona. 
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Oscar passed the night among his fathers, grey 
morning met him on Canin's banks. A green vale 
surrounded a tomb which arose in the times of old. 
little hiUs lift their head at a distance -, and stretch 
their old trees to the wind. The warriors of Caros 
sat there, for they had passed the stream by night. 
They appeared, like the trunks of aged pines, to the 
pale light of the morning. Oscar stood at the tomb, 
and raised thrice his terrible voice. The rocking hills 
echoed around 3 the starting roes bounded away: 
and the trembling ghosts of the dead fled, shrieking 
on their clouds. So terrible was the voice of my son, , 
when he called his friends ! 

A thousand spears arose around j the people of 
Caros rose. Why daughter of Toscar, why that tear ? 
My son, though alone, is brave. Oscar is like a beam 
of the sky 5 he turns around and the people &11. His 
hand is the arm of a ghost, when he stretches it from 
a cloud ; the rest of his thin form is unseen ; but the 
people die in the vale ! My son beheld the approach 
of the foe 5 he stood in tlie silent darkness of his 
strength. '' Am I alone, said Oscar, in the midst of 
a thousand foes ? Many a spear is there ! many a 
darkly-rolling eye ! Shall I fly to Ardven ? But did 
my fathers ever fly ? The mark of their arai js in a 
thousand battles. Oscar too shall be renowned! 
Come, ye dim ghosts of my fatliers, and behold my 
deeds in war ! I may fall 5 but I will be renowned 
like tlie race of the echoing Morven." He stood. 
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growing in his place^' like a flood in a narrow vale ! 
The battle carne^ but they fell : bloody was the sword 
of Oscar ! 

The noise reached his people at Crona 5 they came 
like a hundred streams. The warriors of Caros fled $ 
Oscar remained like a rock left by the ebbing sea. 
Now dark and deep^ with all his steeds^ Caros rolled 
his might along: the little streams are lost in his 
course 3 the earth is rocking round. Batde spreads 
from wing to wing : ten thousand swords gleam at 
once in the sky. But why should Ossian sing of bat- 
tles ? For never more shall my steel shine in war. I 
remember the days of my youth with grief; when I 
feel the weakness of my arm. Happy are they who 
fell in their youth, in the midst of their renown ! 
They have not beheld the tombs of their friend : or 
£iiled to bend the bow of their strength. Happy art 
thou, O Oscar, in tlie midst of thy rushing blast. 
Thou often goest to the fields of thy fame, where 
Caros fled from thy lifted sword. 

Darkness comes on my soul, O fair Daughter of 
Toscar ! I behold not the form of my son at Carun 3 
nor the figure of Oscar on Crona. The rustling winds 
have carried him far away ; and the heart of his father 
is sad. But lead me, O Malvina ! to the sound of 
my woods 3 to the roar of my mountain streams. Let 
the chace be heard on Cona ; let me think on the days 
of other years. And bring me the haip, O maid ! 
that I may touch it, when the light of my soul shall 
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arae. Betbounear, tokanthewng; fdtiiie tines 
shall iiear of me ! Hie sons of dw fedble lierBaller 
will lift the voice on Cona ; wad, looking up to the 
locks, ^, ''HeieOssian d««k/' TbrrshaflAd* 
tnire the chie& of oU, the race that are no more ! 
while we ride en our doudsy Mahinal onthewingg 
of the nnriAg winds. Our voices dall be heard, at 
timesy inthe deKrt^ we diall sing on the toeeae of 
tiienick* f 



CATHLIN OF CLUTHA: 

A POEM. 

• 

ARGUMENT. 

An address to Malvina, the daughter of Toscar. The poet re- 
lates the arrival of Cathlin in Selma, to solicit aid af^nst 
Duth-carmor of Cluba, who had killed Cathmol, for the sake 
of his daughter Lanul. Fingal declining to maike a choice 
among his heroes, who were all claiming the command of 
the expedition; they retired each to ht$ hill of ghosts; to be 
determined by dreams. The spirit of Trenmor appears to 
Ossian and Oscar ; they sail, from the bay of Carmona, and, 
on the fourth day, appear off the valley oif Rathooi, in Ints- 
huna, where Duth-carmor had fixed his residence. Ossian 
dispatches a bard to Duthcarmor to demand battle. Night 
comes on. The distress of Cathlin of Clutha. Ossian de» 
volves the command on Oscar, who, according to the cus. 
tom of the kings of Morven, before battle, retired to a nei^«> 
boaring hill. Upon the coming on of day, the battle joins. 
Oscar and Duth-carmor meet. The latter falls. Oscar car- 
ries the mail and helmet of Duth-carmor to Cathlin, who 
had retired from the field. Cathlin is discovered to be the 
daughter of Cathmol, in disguise, who had been carried off, 
by force, by, and had made her escape from, Duth-carmor. 

* CoME^ thou beam that art lonely, from watch- 
ing in the night ! The squally winds are around thee, 

• The traditions, which accompany this poem, inform us, 
that it went, of old, under the name of LaouOulutha ; i.e. the 
hfmn of the maid ofLittha, They pretend also to fix the time 
of its composition, to the third year after the death of Fingal ; 
that is, during the expedition of Fergus the son 6f Fingal, to 
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from all their echoing hills. Red^ over my hundred 
streams are the light-covered paths of the dead. They 
rejoice on the eddying winds, in the season of night. 
Dwells there no joy in song, white hand of the harps 
of Lutho ? Awake the voice of the string } roll my 
soul to me. It is a stream that has failed. Malvina^ 
pour the song. 

I hear thee, from thy darkness, in Seima, thou 
that watchest, lonely, hy night! Why didst thou 
with-hold the song, fi'om Ossian's failing soul ? As 
the ^ling brook to the ear of the himter, descend- 
ing from his storm-covered hill ; in a sun-beam rolls 
the echoing stream ; he hears, and shakes his dewy 
locks : such is the voice of Lutha, to the friend of 
the spirits of heroes. My swelling bosom beats 
high. I look back on the days that are past. Come, 
thou beam that art lonely, from watching in the 
night ! 

the banks of Uisca-duthon, In support of this opinion, the 
Highland senacbies have prefixed to this poem, an address of 
Ossian, to Congal the young son of Fergus, which I have re- 
jected, as having no manner of connection with the rest of the 
piece. It has poetical merit ; and, probably, it was the open- 
ing of one of Ossian's other poems, though the bards injudi- 
ciously transferred it to the piece now before us. 

*« Congal, son of Fergus of Durath, thou light between thy 
locks, ascend to the rock of Selma, to the oak of the breaker 
of shields. Look over the bosom of night, it is streaked with 
the red paths of the dead : look on the night of ghosts, and 
kindle, O Congal! thy soul. Be not, like the moon on a 
stream, lonely in the midst of clouds : flarkness closes around 
it; and the beam departs. Depart not, son of Fergus! ere 
thou roarkest the field with thy sword. Ascend to the rock of 
^elma ; to the oak of the breaker of shields." 
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In the echoing bay of Carmona* we saw, one day, 
the bounding ship. On high, hung a broken shield ; 
it was marked with wandering blood. Forward came 
a youth, in arms, and stretched his pointless spear. 
Long, over his tearful eyes, hung loose his disordered 
locks. Fingal gave the shell of kings. The words 
of the stranger arose. '* In his hall lies Cathmol of 
Clatha, by the winding of his own dark streams. 
Dntfi-carmor saw white-bosomed Lanul,f and pierced 

* Car-mona, lay of the dark-broum hills, an arm of the sea, 
in the neighbourhood of Selma. In this paragraph are men- 
tioned the signals presented to Fingal, by those who came to 
demand his aid. The sappliants held, in one hand, a shield 
covered with blood, and, in the other, a broken spear ; the first 
a symbol of the death of their friends, the last an emblem of 
their own helpless situation. If the king chose to grant succours, 
which generally was the case, he reached to them the thell of 
fe€ut$i as a token of his hospitality and friendly intentions to- 
wards them. 

It may not be disagreeable to the reader to lay here before 
him the ceremony of the Cran-tara, which was of a similar na- 
ture, and, till very lately, used in the Highlands. When the 
news of an enemy came to the residence of the chief, he imme- 
diately killed a goat with his ovm sword, dipped the end of an 
half-burnt piece of wood in the bloud, and gave it to one of his 
servants, to be carried to the next hamlet. From hamlet to 
hamlet this tessera was carried with the utmost expedition, and, 
in the space of a few hours, the whole clan were in arms, and 
convened in an appointed place ; the name of which was the 
only word that accompanied the delivery of the Cran-tara, 
This symbol was the manifesto of the chief, by which he 
threatened fire and sword to those of his clan, that did not im- 
mediately appear at his standard. 

f- LaLTiul, full-eyed, a surname which, according to tradi- 
tion, was bestowed on the daughter of Cathmol, on account of 
her beauty ; this tradition, however, may have been founded 
on that partiality, which the bards have shewn to CathHn of 
CUtthai for, according to them, nofahhood e»vld dwell in 
the soul of the lovely. 
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her father*a side. In the rushy desert were my siispi» 
He fled in the seascMi of night. Give thine aid lo 
Cathlin to revenge his father. I sought thee not as a 
beam, in a land of cloudy. Thou, like the sun, art 
known^ king of echoing Sdma ! 

Sehna^s king looked around. In his presence, we 
rose in arms. But who should lift the shield ? fix dl 
had claimed the war. The night came down; we 
strode, in silence ^ each to his hill of ghosts : that 
spirits might descend, in our dreams, to mark us for 
the field. We struck the shield of the dead: we 
raised the hum of songs. We thrice called the ghosts 
of our fathers. We laid us down in dreasAs. Tren- 
mor came, before mine eyes, the tall form of other 
years ! His blue hosts were behind him in half-dis- 
tinguished rows. Scarce seen is their strife in mist, 
or their stretching forward to deaths. I listened; but 
no sound was there. The forms were empty wmd ! 

I started from the dream of ghosts. On a sudden 
blast flew my whistling hair. Low-sounding, in the 
oak, is the departure of tlie dead. I took my shield 
from its bough. Onward came the rattling of steel. 
It was Oscar* of Lego. He had seen his fathers. 
" As rushes forth the blast, on the bosom of whiten- 

• Oscar is here called Oscar of Lego, from his mother being 
the daughter of Branno, a powerful chief, on the banks of that 
kke. It is remarkable that Ossian addresses no poem to Mal- 
vina, in which her lover Oscar was not one of the principal 
actors. His attention to her, after the death of his son, shews 
that delicacy of sentiment is not confined, as some fondly ima« 
gine, to our own polished times. 
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mg waves -, so carekss si»U my course be, tbi!oi^h 
ocean, to the dwelling of ^^es. I have seen the dead, 
mj Either ! My beating soul is high I My hone is 
bright before me^ like the streak of light on a dbnd* 
when the te)ad sun comes fbrth^ red travdlerof the 
sky!" 

'' Grandson of Iranno,** I 'Saidf '^ not Oscar alone 
shall meet the foe. I rush forward, diro' ooean, to 
the woody dweUing of heroes. Let ns contend, n^ 
SOB, like eagles, from one rock ; ^ea they lift their 
broad wings, against the stream of winds. ^ We 
raised ocu: saik in Carmona. From three ships, they 
maiked n^ ^ield on the ware, as 1 locked on nighdy 
Ton-^na,* red travdkr between the clonds. Four 
days canae the breeze abroad. Lumon came for- 
ward in mist. In winds were its hundred groves. 
Sun-beams marked, at times, its brown side. 
White, leapt the foamy streams, from all its echoing 
rocks. 

A green field, in the bo6(»n of hiUs, winds silent 
with its own blue stream. Here midst the waving of 
oaks, were the dwellings of kings of old. But silence, 
for many dark-brown yean, had settled in grassy 

* Ton-thena, Jlra of^ the wave, was the rexnaikable star 
mentioned in the seventh book of Temora, which directed 
the course of Larthon to Ireland. It seems to have been 
well known to those, who sailed on- that sea, which divides 
Ireland from South Britain. As the course of Ossian was 
along the coast of Inis-huna, he mentions with propriety, 
that star which directed the voyage of the colony from that 
coantiy to Ireland. 
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Rath-col ',* for the race of heroes had failed, along 
the pleasant vale. Duth-carmor was here, with his 
people, dark rider of the wave. Ton-thena had hid 
her head in the sky. He bound hb white-bosomed 
sails. His course is on the hills of Rath-col, to the 
seats of roes. We came. I sent the bard, with 
songs, to call the foe to fight. Duth-carmor heard 
him, with joy. The king's soul was like a beam of 
fire ', a beam of fire, marked with smoke, rushing, 
varied thro* the bosom of night. The deeds of Duth- 
caraior were dark, tho* his arm was strong. 

Night came, with the gathering of clouds. By 
the beam of the oak we sat down. At a distance 
stood Cathlin of Clutha. I saw the changeful f soul 
of the stranger. As shadows fly over the field of 
grass, so various is Cathlin's cheek. It was' fair^ 

* Rath-col, woody Jieldf docs not appear to have been the 
residence of Duth-carmor : he seems rather to ha.ve been forced 
thither by a storm ; at least I should think that to be the mean- 
ing of the poet, from his expression, that Ton-thena had hid 
her head, and that he bound his white-losomed sails ; which is 
as much as to say, that the weather was stormy, and that Duth- 
carmor put in to the bay of Rath-col for shelter. 

f From this circumstance, succeeding bards feigned that 
Cathlin, who is here in the disguise of a young warrior, had 
fallen in love with Duth-carmor at a feast, to which he had 
been invited by her father. Her love was converted into de- 
testation for him, after he had murdered her father. But as 
those rain-bows of heaven are changeful, say my authors, speak- 
ing of women, she felt the return of her former passion, upon 
the approach of Duth-carmor's danger. I myself, who think 
more favourably of the sex, must attribute the agitation of 
Cathlin's mind to her extreme sensibility to the injuries done 
her by Duth-carraor ; and this opinion is favoured by the sequel 
of the story. 
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within locks^ that rose on Rath-col's wind. I did not 
rush^ amidst his soul, with my words. I bade the 
song to rise. 

" Oscar of Lego," I said, " be thine the secret 
hill^* to-night. Strike the shield, like Morven's 
kings. With day, thou shalt lead in war. From 
my rock, I shall see thee, Oscar, a dreadful form 
ascending in fight, like the appearance of ghosts, 
amidst the storms they raise. Why should mine eyc3 
return to die dim times of old, ere yet the song had 
bursted forth, like the sudden rising of winds ? But 
the years, that are past, are marked with mighty 
deeds. As the nightly rider of waves looks up to 
Tonthena of beams : so let us turn our eyes to Tren- 
mor, the fether of kings." 

'^ Wide, in Caracha's echoing field, Carmd. had 
poured his tribes. They were a dark ridge of waves. 
The grey-haired bards were like moving foam on their 
face. They kindled the strife around, with their red- 
rolling eyes. Nor alone were the dwellers of rocks > 
a son of Loda was there -, a voice in his own dark 

* This passage alludes to the well-known custom among the - 
ancient kings of Scotland, to retire from their army on the night 
preceding a battle. The story which Ossian introduces in the 
next paragraph, concerns the fdi of the Druids. It is said in 
many old poems, that the Druids, in the extremity of their af- 
fairs, had solicited and obtained aid from Scandinavia. Among 
the auxiliaries there came many pretended magicians, which 
circumstance Ossian alludes to, in his description of the son of 
Loda. Magic and incantation could not, however, prevail; 
for Trcnmor, assisted by the valour of his son Trathal, entirely 
broke the power of the Druids. 

VOL. II. C 
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land> to call the ghosts from high. On his hill, he 
had dwelt, in Lochlin, in the midst of a leafless grove. 
Five stones lifted, near, their heads. Loud roared 
his rushing stream. He often raised his voice to the 
winds, when meteors marked their nightly wings j 
when the dark-robed moon was rolled behind her 
hill. Nor unheard of ghosts was he ! They came 
with the sound of eagle wings. They turned battle^ 
in fields, before the kings of men. 

" But, Trenmor, they turned not from battle. He 
drew forward that troubled war; in its dark skirt was 
Trathal, like a rising light. It was darkj and Loda's 
son poured forth his signs, on night. The feeble were 
not before thee, son of other lands !* Then rose the 
strife of kings, about the h'dl of night ; but it was 
soft as two summer gales, shaking tlieir light wings, 
on a lake. Trenmor yielded to his son -, for the fame 
of the king had been heard. Trathal came forth be- 
fore his father, and the foes failed, in echoing Cara- 
cha. The years that are past, my son, are marked 
with mighty deeds.*' f . 

In clouds rose the eastern light. The foe came 
forth in arms. The strife is mixed on Rath-col, like 

* Trenmor and Trathal. Ossian introduced this episode, as 
an example to his son, from ancient times. 

f Those who deliver down this poem in tradition, lament 
that there is a great part of it lost. In particular they regret the 
loss of an episode, which was here introduced, with the sequel 
of the story of Carmal and his Dmids. Their attachment to it 
was founded on the descriptions of magical inchantments which 
it contained. 



A P O E M. 19 

the roar of streams. Behold the contending of kings ! 
They meet beside the oak. In gleams of steel the 
dark forms are lost -, such is the meeting of meteors, 
in a vale by night : red light is scattered round, and 
men foresee the storm ! Duth-carmor is low in blood 1 
The son of Ossian overcame ; Not harmless in battle 
was he, Malvina hand of harps ! 

Nor, in the field, were the steps of Cathlin. The 
stranger stood by a secret stream, where the foam of 
Rath-col sldrted the mossy stones. Above, bends the 
branchy birch, and strews its leaves, on wind. The 
inverted spear of Cathlin touched, at times, the stream. 
Oscar brought Duth-carmor*s mail : his helmet witli 
its eagle wing. He placed them before the stranger, 
and his words were heard. " The foes of thy father 
have failed. They are laid in the field of ghosts. 
Renown returns to Morven, like a rising wind. Why 
art thou dark, chief of Clutlia ? Is there cause for 
grief?*' 

'^ Son of Ossian of harps, ray soul is darkly sad. 
I behold the arms of Cathmd, which he raised in war. 
Take the mail of Cathlin, place it high in Selma*s 
hall ; that thou mayst remember the hapless in thy 
distant land." From white breasts descended the 
mail. It was the race of kings j the soft-handed 
daughter of Cathmol, at the streams of Clutha ! 
Duth-carmor saw her bright in tlie hall, he had come, 
by night, to Clutha. Cathmol met him, in battle, 
but the hero fell. Three days dwelt tlie foe, with the 
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maid. On the fourth she fled in arms. She remem- 
bered the race of kings^ and felt her bursting soul ! 

"Why, maid of Toscar of Lutha, should I tell how 
Cathlin failed ? Her tomb is at rushy Lumon^ in a 
distant land. Near it were the steps of Sul-malla, in 
the days of grief. Sh^ raised the song, for the daugh- 
ter of strangers, and touched the mournful harp. 

Come, from the watching of night, Malvina> lonely 
beam ! 



SUL-MALLA OF LUMON : 



ARGUMENT. 

This poetn, which, properly speaking, is a continuation of 
Che last, opens with an address to Sul-malla, the daughter 
of the king of Inis-huna, whom Ossian met, at the chace, 
as he returned from the battle of Rath-col. Sul-malla 
invites Ossian and Oscar to a feast, at the residence of her 
father, who was then absent in the wars. Upon bearing 
their name and family, she relates an expedition of Fingu 
into Inis-huna. She casually mentioning Cathmor, chief 
of Atha (who then assisted her father against his enemies), 
Ossian introduces the episode of Culgorm and Suran-dronlo, 
two Scandinavian kings, in whose wars Ossian himself and 
Cathmor were engaged on opposite sides. The story is 
imperfect, a part of the originad being lost. Ossian, warned 
in a dream, by the ghost of Trenmor, sets sail from Inis-huna, 



^Who moves so stately, on Luinon, at the roar of 
die foamy waters ? Her hair falls upon her heaving 
breast. White is her arm behind, as slow she bends 

* The expedition of Ossian to Inis-huna happened a short 
time before Fingal passed over into Ireland, to dethrone Cairbar 
the son of Borbar-duthul. Cathmor, the brother of Cairbar, 
was aiding Conmor, king of Inis-huna, in his wars, at the time 
that O sian defeated Duth-carmor, in the valley of Rath-col. 
The poem is more interesting, that it contains so many particu- 
lars concerning those personages, who make so great a figure in 
Temora. 

The exact correspondence in the manners and customs of 
Inis-huna, as here described, to those of Caledonia, leaves no 
room to doubt, that the inhabitants of both were originally the 
same people. Some may allege, that Ossian might transfer. 
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the bow. Why dost thou wander in deserts, like a 
light thro' a cloudy field ? The young roes arc pant- 
ing, by their secret rocks. Return, thou daughter 
of kings ! the cloudy night is near ! It was the young 
branch of green Inis-huna, Sul-malla of blue eyes. 
She sent the bard from her rock, to^bidus to her 
feast. Amidst the song we sat down, in Cluba's 
echoing hall. White moved the hands of Sul-malla, 
on the trembling strings. Half-heard amidst the 
sound, was the name of Atha*s king : he that was 
absent in battle for her own green land. Nor absent 
from her soul was he 3 he came midst her tlioughts by 
night. Ton-thena looked in, from the sky, and saw 
her tossing arms. 

The sound of shells had ceased. Amidst long 
locks, Sul-malla rose. She spoke with bended eyes, 
and asked of our course thro* seas 5 '^ for of the kings 
of men are ye, tall riders of the wave.*'* " Not un- 

m his poetical descriptions, the manners of his own nation to' 
foreigners. This objection is easily answered. Why has he not 
done thi^ with regard to the inhabitants of Scandinavia ? We 
find the latter very different in their customs and superstitions 
from the nations of Britain and Ireland. The Scandinavian 
manners are remarkably barbarous and fierce, and seem to mark 
out a nation much less advanced in a state of civilization, than 
the inhabitants of Britain were in the times of Ossian. 

* Sul-malla here discovers the quality of Ossian and Oscar, 
from their stature and stately gait. Among nations, not far ad- 
vanced in civilization, a superior beauty and stateliness of per- 
son were inseparable from nobility of blood. It was from these 
qualities, that those of family were known by strangers, not 
from tawdry trappings of state injudiciously thrown round them. 
The cause of this distinguishing property, must, in some mea- 
sure, be ascribed to their unmixed blood. They had no induct 
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known^" I said^ " at his streams is he, the ftther of 
our race. Fingal has been heard of at Quba^ blue- 
ejred daughter of kings. Nor only^ at Cona's stream, 
is Ossian and Oscar known. Foes trembled at our 
voice> and shrunk in other lands.'* 

" Not Yinmarked/' said the maid> '< by Sul-malla, 
is the shield of Morven*s king. It hangs high> in my 
father's hall, in memoiy of the past; when Fingal 
came to Cluba, in the days of other years. Loud 
roared the boar of Culdamu, in the midst of his rocks 
and woods. Inis-huna sent her youths, but they 
failed ^ and virgins wept over tombs. Careless went 
Fingal to Culdarnu. On his spear rolled the strength 
of the woods. He was bright, they said, in his locks, 
the first of mortal men. Nor at the feast were heard 
his words. His deeds passed from his soul of fire, 
like the rolling of vapours from the face of (he wan- 
dering sun. Not careless looked the blue tyts of 
Cluba on his stately steps. In white bosoms rose 
the king of Selma, in the midst of their thoughts by 
night. But the winds bore the stranger to the echo- 
ing vales of his roes. Nor lost to other lands was he, 

ment to interroarry^with the vulgar : and no low notions of in- 
terest made them deviate from their choice, in their own sphere. 
In states, where luxury has heen long established, beauty of 
person is, by no means, the characteristic of antiquity of fa* 
mily. This must be attributed to those enervating vices, which 
are inseparable from luxury and wealth. A great family (to 
alter a little the words of the historian), it is true, like a river, 
becomes considerable from the length of its course, but, as it 
rolls on, hereditary distempers, as well as property, flow suc- 
cessively into it. 



24 SUL-MALLA OF LUMON : 

like a meteor that sinks in a doud. He came forth^' 
at dmes^ in his brightness^ to the distant dwelling of 
foes. His fame came^ like the sound of winds^ to 
Cluba*s woody vale."* 

Darkness dwells in Cluba of harps : the race of 
kings is distant far; in battle is my father Conmor: 
and Lormarf niy brother king of streams. Nor 
darkening alone are they ; a beam from other lands^ 
is nigh ', the friend of strangers X in Atha^ the troubler 

* Too partial to our own times, we are ready to mark oat 
remote antiquity, as the region of ignorance and barbarism. 
This, perhaps, is extending our prejudices too far. It has 
been long remarked, that knowledge, in a great measure, is 
founded on a free intercourse between mankind; and that the 
mind is enlarged in proportion to the observations it has 
made upon the manners of different men and nations. If we 
look, with attention, into the history of Fingal, as delivered 
by Ossian, we shall find that he was not altogether a poor Ig. 
norant hunter, confined to the narrow corner of an island. 
His expeditions to all parts of Scandinavia, to the north of 
Germany, and the different states of Great Britain and Ire- 
land, were very numerous, and performed under such a cha^ 
racter, and at such times, as gave him an opportunity to 
mark the undisguised manners of mankind. War and an 
active life, as they call forth, by turns, all the powers of the 
soul, present to us the different characters of men : in times of 
peace and quiet, for want of objects to exert them, the pawers 
of the mind lie concealed, in a great measure, and we see only 
artificial passions and manners. It is from this consideration I 
conclude, that a traveller of penetration could gather more ge- 
nuine knowledge from a tour of ancient Gaul, than from the 
minutest observation of all the artificial manners, and elegant 
refinements of modern France. 

f Lormar wais the son of Conmor, and the brother of Sul* 
mailla. After the death of Conmor, Lormar succeeded him in 
the throne. 

I Cathmor, the son of Borbar-duthul. It would appear, 
from the partiality with which Sul-malla speaks of that heroy 
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of the fidd. High, from their misty hillg, look forth 
the blue eyes of Erin 5 for he is for away, yotm^ 
dweller of their souls ! Nor, harmless, white hands 
of Erin! is Cathmor in the skirts of war; he rolls 
ten diousand before him, in his distant field." 

'' Not unseen by Ossian," I said, " rushed Cath- 
mor from his streams, when he poured his strength 
onl-thomo,* isleof many waves ! In strife met two 
kings in I-thomo, Culgorm and Suran-dzonlo : each 
from his echoing isle, stem hunters of the boar !" 

" They met a boar, at a foamy stream : each pierced 
him with his spear. They strove for the fame of the 
deed; and gloomy battle rose. From isle to isle they 
sent a spear, broken and stoned with blood, to call 
the friends of their fathers, in their sounding arms, 
Cathmor came, from Erin, to Culgorm, red-eyed 
king : I aided Suran-dronlo, in his land of boars." 

'' We rushed on either side of a stream, which 
roared thro' a blasted heath. High broken rocks were 
round, with all their bending trees. Near were two 
circles of Loda, with the stone of power ; where spi- 

that she had seen him, previous to his joining her father's 
army ; though tradition positively asserts, that it was, after bis 
remm, that she fell in love with him. 

* I.thomo, says tradition, was an island of Scandinavia> 
In it, at a hunting party, met Culgorm and Suran-dronlo, the 
klngrs of two neighbouring isles. They diflered about the honour 
of killing a boar ; and a war was kindled between them. From 
this episode we may leara, that the manners of the Scandina- 
vians were much more savage and cruel, than those of Britain. 
It is remarkable, that the names, introduced in this story, are 
not of Galic original, which circumstance afibrds room to sup- 
pose, that it had its foundation in trae history. 
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ritft descended^ by nighty in dark-red streanis of fire. 
There^ mixed with the murmur of waters^ rose the 
voice of aged meUj they called the forms of night, to 
aid them in their war." 

*' ^Heedless I stood, with my people, where fell 
the foamy stream from rocks. The moon moved red 
from the mountain. My song> at times arose. Dark, 
on the other side^ young Cathmor heard my voice ; 
for he lay> beneath the oak, in all his gleaming arms. 
Morning came ; we rushed to fight : from wing to 
wing is the rollii^ of strife. They fell, like the 
thistle's head, beneath autumnal winds.*' 
. '' In armour came a stately form : I mixed my 
strokes with the chief. By turns our shields are 
pierced : loud rung our steely mails. His helmet fell 
to the ground. In brightness shone the foe. His 
eyes, two pleasant flames, rolled between his wan- 
dering locks. I knew Cathmor of Atha^ and threw 
my spear on eanh. Dark> we turned, and silent 
passed to mix with other foes." 

Not so passed the striving kingsf • They mixed in 

♦ From the circumstance of Ossian not being present at the 
rites, described in the preceding paragraph, we may suppose 
that he held them in contempt. This difference of sentiment, 
with r^ard to religion, is a sort of argument, that the Caledo- 
nians were not originally a colony of Scandinavians, as some 
have imagined. Concerning so remote a period, mere conjec- 
ture must supply the place of argument and positive proofs. 

t Culgorm and Suran-dronlo. The combat of the kings and 
their attitude in death are highly picturesque, and expressive of 
that ferocity of manners, which distinguished the northern 
nations. 
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edioing frsy : like the meeting of ghosts, in the dark 
■wing of winds. Thro* either breast rushed the spears; 
nor yet lay the foes on earth ! A rock received their 
fall ; half-reclined they lay in death. £ach held the 
lock of his foe^ each grimly seemed to roll his eyes. 
The stream of the rock leapt on their shields, sai 
mixed below with blood. 

" The battle ceased in I-thomo. The strangers 
met in peace : Cathmor from Atha of streams, and 
Ossian, king of harps. We placed the dead in earths 
Our steps were by Runar*s bay. With the boimding 
boat, afar, advanced a ridgy wave. Dark was the 
rider of seas, but a beam of light was there, like the 
ray of the sun, in Stromlo's rolling smoke. It was 
the daughter * of Suran-dronlo> wild in brightened 

• Tradition has handed down the name of this princess. The 
bards call her Runo-forlo, which has no other sort of title for 
being genuine, but its not being of Galic original ; a distinction^ 
which the bards had not the art to preserve, when they feigned 
names for foreigners. The highland senachies, who very often 
endeavoured to supply the deficiency, they thought they found 
in the tales of Ossian, have given us thjp continuation of the 
story of the daughter of Suran-dronlo. The catastrophe is sa 
unnatural, and the circumstances of it so ridiculously pompous, 
that, for the sake of the inventors, 1 shall conceal them. 

The wildly beautiful appearance of Runo-forlo, made a deep- 
impression on a chief, some ages ago, who was himself no con- 
temptible poet. The story is romantic, but not incredible, if 
we make allowances for the lively imagination of a man of ge- 
nius. Our chief sailing, in a storm, along one of the islands 
of Orkney, saw a woman, in a boat, near the shore, whom he 
thought, as he expresses it himself, as beautiful as a sudden 
ray of the sun, on the dark-heaving deep. The verses of Ossian, 
on the attitude of Runo-forlo, which was so similar to that of 
the woman in the boat, wrought so much on his fancy, that 
he fell desperately in love. The winds, however, drove hittk 
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looks. Her eyes were \irandering flames, amidst dis<* 
ordered locks. Forward is her white arm, with the 
spear; her high-heaving breast is seen, white as 
foamy waves that rise, by turns, amidst rocks. 
They are beautiful, but terrible, and mariners call 
the winds!" 

" Come, ye dwellers of Loda!*' she said, ** come, 
Carchar, pale in the midst of clouds ! Sluthraor, that 
stridest in aiiy halls! Corchtur, terrible in winds! 
Beceive, from his daughter's spear, the foes of Suran* 
dronlo. No shadow, at his roaring streams ; no 
mildly-looking form was he ! When he took up his 
spear, the hawks shook their sounding wings : for 
blood was poured around the steps of dark-eyed Su- 
ran-dronlo. He lighted me, no harmless beam, to 
glitter on his streams. Like meteors, I was bright, 
but I blasted the foes of Suran-dronlo." 



Nor unconcerned heard Sul-malla, the praise of 
Cathmor of shields. He was within her soul, like a 
£re in secret heath, which awakes at the voice of the 

from the coast, and, after a few days, he arrived at his resi- 
dence in Scotland. There his passion increased to such a de< 
gree, that two of his friends, fearing the consequence, sailed to 
the Orkneys, to carry to him the object of his desire. Upon 
enquiry they soon found the nymph, and carried her to the 
enamoured chief; but mark his surprize, when, instead of a 
ray of the sun^ he saw a skinny fisherwoman, more than mid- 
dle-aged, appearing before him. Tradition here ends the story: 
but it may be easily supposed that the passion of the chief soon 
^bsidrd. 
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blast, and sends its beam abroad. Amidst the song 
removed the daughter of kings^ like the voice of a 
summer-breeze 5 when it lifts the heads of flowers^ 
and curls the lakes and streams. The rustling sound 
gently spreads o'er the vale^ softly-pleasing as it sad- 
dens the soul. 

By night came a dream to Ossian ; formless stood 
the shadow of Trenmor. He seemed to strike the 
dim shield^ on Selma's streamy rock. I rose, in my 
rattling steel ; I knew that war was near, before the 
winds our sails were spread -, when Lumon shewed 
its streams to the mom. 

Come from the watching of night, Malvina» lonely 
beam ! 



THE 

WAR OF INIS-THONA: 

A POEM, 

ARGUMENT. 

Reflections on the poet's youth. An apostrophe to Selma» 
Oscar obtains leave to go to Inis-thona, an island of Scan- 
dinavia. The mournful story of Argon and Ruro, the two 
sons of the king of Inis-thona. Oscar revenges their death, 
and returns in triumph to Selma. A soliloquy by the poet 
himself. 



Our youth is like the dream of the hunter on the 
hill of heath. He sleeps in the mild beams of the 
sun 3 he awakes amidst a storm -, the red lightning 
fltes around : trees shake their heads to the wind ! He 
looks back with joy, on the day of the sun 5 and the 
pleasant dreams of his rest ! When shall Ossian's 
youth return ? When his ear delight in the sound of 
arms ? When shall I, like Oscar, travel in the light 
of my steel ? Come, with your streams, ye hiUs of 
Cona ! listen to the voice of Ossian. The song rises, 
like the sun, in my soul. I feel the joys of other 
times ! 
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1 behold thy towers, O Selma ! the oaks of thy 
shaded wall: thy streams sound in my ear 5 thy heroes 
gather around. Fmgal sits in the midst. He leans 
on the shield of Trenmor : his spear stands against 
tbe wall j he listens to the song of his bards. The 
deeds of his arm are heard ; the actions of the king in 
his youth ! Oscar had returned from the chace, and 
heard the hero's pfaise. He took the shield of Bran- 
no* from the wall 5 his eyes were filled with tears. 
Red was the cheek of youth. His voice was tremb- 
ling, low. My spear shook its bright head in his 
hand : he spoke to Morven's king. 
' ''Fingal! thou king of heroes! Ossian, next to 
him in war ! ye have fought in your youth 5 your 
names are renowned in song. Oscar is like the mist 
of Cona 3 I appear and I vanish away. The bard will 
not know my name. The hunter will not search in 
the heath for my tomb. Let me fight, O heroes, in 
the battles of Inis-Thona. Distant is the land of my 
war I ye shall not hear of Oscar's fall ! Some bard 
hiay find me there -, some bard may give my name to 
song. The daughter of the stranger shall see my 
tomb, and weep over the youth, that came from afar. 
The bard shall say, at the feast, *' hear the song of 
Oscar from tlie distant land !" 



* This is Branno, the father of Everallin, and grandfather 
to Oscar ; he was of Irish extraction, and lord of the country 
round the lake of Lego. His great actions are handed down 
by tradition^ and his hospitality has passed into a proverb. 
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'^ Oscar/* rfeplied tlie king of Morvenj *' thou 
shalt fight^ son of my fame I Prepare my dark*bosom' 
ed ship to carry my hero to Inis-thona. Son of my 
sai, regard our fame ^ thou art of the race of renown \ 
Let not the children of strangers say^ feeble are the 
sons of Morven ! Be thou, in battle^ a roaring storm : 
mild as the evening sun in peace ! Tell, Oscar, to 
lDis*thona*s king, that Fingal remembers his youth ^ 
when we strove in the combat together, in the days 
of Agandecca." 

They lifted up the sounding sail -, the wind whistled 
through the thongs * of their masts. Waves lash the 
oozy rocks : the strength of ocean roars. My son 
beheld, from tlie wave, the land of groves . He rushed 
into Runa's sounding bay, and sent his sword to 
Annir of spears. The grey-haired hero rose, when 
he saw the sword of Fingal. His eyes were full of 
tears J he remembered his batdes in youth. Twice 
had they lifted the spear, before the lovely Agan- 
decca : heroes stood far distant, as if two spirits were 
striving in winds. 

''But now," began the king, "I am old ^ the 
sword lies useless in my hall. Thou, who art d 
Morven's race ! Annir has seen the battle g( spears ; 
but now he is pale and withered, like the oak of Lano. 
I have no son to meet thee with joy, to bring ^thee to 
the halls of his fathers. Argon is pale in the tomb, 

* Leather thongs were used among the Celtic nations, in* 
stead of ropes. 

VOi. II. - n 
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and Raro is no more. My danghter is in the hall of 
strangers: she longs to behold my tomb. Her spouse 
shakes ten thousand spears 3 he conies * a cloud of 
death fh>m Lano. Come^ to share the feast of Annir, 
soa of echoing Morven I" 

Three days they feasted together -, cfn the fourth^ 
Annir heard the name of Oscar. They rejoiced in 
the shell.f They pursued the boars of Runa. Beside 
the fount of mossy stones^ the weary heroes rest. 
The tear steals in secret from Annir : he broke the 
rising sigh. " Here darkly rest," the hero said, " the 
children of my youth. This stone is the tomb of 
Ruro3 that tree sounds over the grave of Argon. Do 
ye hear my voice, O my sons, within your narrow 
house ? Or do ye speak in these rustling leaves, when 
the winds of the desert rise ?" 

** King of Inis-thtma," said Oscar, ''how fell the 
children of youth ? The wild boar rushes over their 
tombs, but he does not disturb their repose. They 
pursue deer X formed of clouds, and bend their airy 

* Cormalo had resolved on a war against his father-in-law^ 
Annir king of Inis-thona, in order to deprive him of his king- 
dom : the injustice of his designs was so much resented by Fin- 
gal, that he sent his grandson, Oscar, to the assistance of Annir. 
Both armies came soon to a battle, in which the conduct and 
valour of Oscar obtained a complete Victory. An end was pat 
to the war by the death of Cormalo, ^ho fell in a single com- 
bat, by Oscar's hand. Thus is the story delivered down by tra- 
dition ; though the poet, to raise the character of his son, makes 
Oscar himself propose the expedition. 

f To rejoice in the shell, is a phrase for feasting sumptuously 
and drinking freely. 

X The notion of Ossian concerning the state of the deceased, 
was the same with that of the ancient Greeks and Roihans. 
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bow. They still love the sport of tlieir youth } and 
mount the wind with joy." 

'^ Cormalo," replied the king, " is a chief of ten 
thousand spears. He dwells at the waters of Lano,* 
which sends forth the vapour of death. He came 
to Buna's echoing halls, and sought the honour of the 
spear.f The youth was lovely as the first beam of 
the sun ^ few were they who could meet him in fight ! 
My heroes yielded to Cormalo: my daughter was 
seized in his love. Argon and Ruro returned from 
the chace ; the tears of their pride descend : they 
roll their silent eyes on Runa's heroes, who had yield- 
ed to a stranger. Three days they feasted with Cor- 
malo : on the fourth young Argon fought. Rut who 
could fight with Argon I Cormalo is overcome. His 
heart swelled with tlie grief of pride j he resolved, in 
secret, to behold the death of nay sons. They went 
to the hills of Runa : tliey pursued the dark-brown 
hinds. The arrow of Cormalo fiew in secret ^ my 
children fell in blood. He came to the maid of his 
love 3 to Inis-thooa's long-haired maid. They fied 

They imagined that the souls pursued, in their separate state, 
Ihc employments and pieasures of their former life. 

* Lano was a lake of Scandinavia, remarkable, in the days of 
Ossian, for emitting a pestilential vapour in autumn. And //ton, 
O valiant Duchomar ! like the mist of marshy Lano ; when it 
sails over the plains ofautum7i, and brings death to th&host, 

FINGAL, B. I. 

f By the honour of the spear, is meant the tournament prac- 
tised am«ng cbe ancient northern nations. 
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over the desert. Annir remained alone. Night came 
on and day appeared : Nor Argon's voice, nor Euro's 
came. At length their much-loved dog was seen ; 
the fleet and bounding Runar. He came into the 
haU and howled ^ and seemed to look towards the 
place of their fall. We followed him : we found 
them here : we laid them by this mossy stream. This 
is the haunt of Annir^ when the chace of the hinds 
is past. I bend like the trunk of an aged oak 5 my 
tears for ever flow !" 

** O Ronnan V said the rising Oscar, '' Ogar king 
of spears ! call my heroes to my side, the sons of 
streamy Morven. To-day we go to Lano*s water, 
that sends forth the vapour of death. Cormalo will 
not long rejoice : death is cfften at the point of our 
swords!" 

They came over the desert like stormy clouds, when 
the winds roll them along the heath : their edges are 
tinged with lightnings the echoing groves foresee the 
storm I The horn of Oscar's battle is heard f Lano 
shook over all its waves. The children of the lake 
convened aiound the sounding shield of Cormalo. 
Oscar fought, as he was wont in war. Cormalo fell 
beneath his sword : the sons of dismal Lano fled to 
their secret vales! Oscar brought the daughter o£ 
Inis-thona to Annir*s echoing halls. The face of age 
is bright with joy 3 he blest the king of swords ! 

How great was the joy of Ossian, when he beheld 
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the distant sail of his son ! it was like a cloud of light 
that rises in the east, when the traveller is sad in a 
land unknown 3 and dismal night, with her ghosts, 
is sitting around in shades ! We brought him, with 
scmgs, to Selma*s halls. Fingal spread the feast of 
shells. A thousand bards raised the name of Oscar : 
Morven answered to the sound. The daughter of 
Toscar was there 5 her voice was like the harp 3 when 
the distant sound comes, in the evening, on the soft- 
rustling breeze of the vale ! 

O lay me, ye that see the light, near some rock of 
my hills ! let the thick hazels be around, let the rust- 
ling oak be near. Green be the place of my rest 3 let 
the sound of the distant torrent be heard. Daughter 
of Toscar, take the harp, and raise the lovely song of 
Selma 3 that sleep may overtake my soul in the midst 
of joy 3 that the dreams of my youth may return, and 
the days of the mighty Fingal. Selma ! I behold thy 
towers, thy trees, thy shaded wall ! I see the heroes 
of Morven 3 I hear the song of bards ! Oscar lifts the 
sword of Cormalo 3 a thousand youths admire its 
studded thongs. They look with wonder on my son: 
They admire the strength of his arm. They mark 
the joy of his father's eyes • tliey long for an equal 
fame. And ye shall have your fame, O sons of 
streamy Morven ! My soul is often brightened with 
song 3 I remember the friends of my youth. But 
deep descends^ in the sound of the harp ! pleasant 
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dreams begin to rise ! Ye sons of the chace stand far 
distant^ nor distorb my rest. The bard of other times 
holds discourse with his fathers^ the chiefs of the dajs 
of old ! Sons of the chace, stand &r distant ! dis- 
tuxb not the dreams of Ossian ! 



THE 

SONGS OF SELMA. 

ARGUMENT. 

Address to the evening star. An apostrophe to Fingal and his 
times. Mjnona sings before the king the song of the unfor- 
tunate Colroa : and the bards exhibit other specimens of their 
poetical talents; according to an annual custom established 
by the monarchs of the ancient Caledonians. 

. Star of descending night ! ^r is thy light in the 
west ! thou liftest thy unshoru head from thy cloud : 
thy steps are stately on thy hill. What dost thou be- 
hold in the plain ? The stonny winds are laid. The 
murmur of the torrent comes &om afar. Roaring 
waves climb the distant rock. The flies of evening 
are on their feeble wings $ the hum of their course is 
on the field. What dost thou behold^ fair light? 
But thou dost smile and depart. The waves come 
with joy around thee : they bathe thy lovely hair. 
Farewel, thou silent beam ! Let the light of Ossian's 
soul arise ! 

And it does arise in its strength ! I behold my de- 
parted friends. Their gathering is on Lora, as in the 
days of other years. Fingal comes like a watry co- 
lumn of mist y bis heroes are around : And see the 
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bards of song, grey-haired Ullin! statdy^ Ryno! 
iUpin,* with the taneful voice ! the soft complaint 
ofMinona! How are ye changed, my friends, since 
the days of Sekna's feast ? when we contended, like 
gales of spring, a& they fly along the hill, and bend 
by turns the feebly-whistling grass. 

Minonaf came forth in her beauty; with down- 
cast look and tearfid eye. Her hm flew slowly cm 
theblasty that rushed unfiequent from the hill. The 
souls of the heroes were sad when she raised the tune- 
ful voice. Often had they seen the grave of Salgar,| 
the dark dwelling of wbite-bosoroed Colma.|| Colma 
left alone on the hill, with all her voice of song ! 
Salgar promised to comfe : but .the night descended 
around. Hear the voice of Cdma, whea she sat 
alone on the hill ! 

COLMA. 

It is night 5 I am alone, forlorn on the hill of 
storms. The wind is heard in the mountain. The 
torrent pours down the rock. No hut receives me 
from the rain ; forlorn on the hill of winds ! 

* Alptn is from the same root with Albion, or rather Albtn, 
the ancient name of Britain: Alp, high island, or cotmlry. 
The present name of our island has its origin in the Celtic 
tongue ; so that those wha derived it from any other, betrayed 
their ignorance of the ancient language of our country. Brait 
or Braid, extensive ; and in, land. 

f Osfiian introduces Minona, not in the ideal scene in his 
own mind, which he had described ; but at the annual feast of 
Selma, where the bards repeated their works before Fingal. 

X Sealg-'er, a hunter. 

II Cal-niatb| a woman with fine ftaif. 
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Rise^ moon ! from behind thy clouds. Stan .of 
the night arise ! Lead me^ some light, to the place, 
where my love rests from the chace alone ! his bow 
near him, unstrung : his dogs panting around him. 
Bat here I must sit alone^ by the rock of the mossy 
stream. The stream and the wind roar aloud. I 
hear not the voice of my love ! Why delays my Sal- 
gar, why the chief of the hill, his promise ? Here is 
the rock, and here the tree ! here is the roaring 
stream ! Thou didst promise with night to be here. 
Ah ! whither is my Salgar gone ? With thee I would 
fly, ftom my father ; with thee, from my brother of 
pride. Our race have long been foesj we are not 
foes, O Salgar ! 

Cease a little while, O wind ! stream be thou 
silent a while ! let my voice be heard around. Let 
my wanderer hear me ! Salgar I it is Colma who 
calls. Here is the tree, and the rock. Salgar, my 
love ! I am here. Why delayest thou thy coming ? 
Lo ! the calm moon comes forth. The flood is bright 
in the vale. The rocks are grey on the steep. I see 
him not on the brow. His dogs come not before him, 
with tidings of his near approach. Here I must sit 
alone ! 

Who lie on the. heath beside me? Are they my 
love and my brother ? Speak to tne, O my friends I 
To Cohna they give no reply. Speak to me : I am 
alone ! My soul is tormented with fears ! Ah ! they 
are dead ! Their swords are red firom the fight. O 
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my brother ! my brother ! why hast then slain my 
Salgar ? why^ O Salgar ! hast thou slain my brother ? 
Dear were ye both to me ! what shall I say in your 
praise ? Thou wert fair on the hill among thousands ! 
he was terrible in fight. Speak to me> hear my 
voice 5 hear me^ sons of my love ! They are silent } 
silent for ever ! Cold, cold are their breasts of clay ! 
Oh ! from the rock on the hill 5 fix)m the top of the 
windy steep^ speak, yeghostsof the dead ! speak, I 
will not be afraid ! Whither are ye gone to rest ? In 
what cave of the hill shall I find the departed ? No 
feeble voice is on the gale : no answer half-drowned 
in the storm ! 

I sit in my grief ! I wait for morning in my tears ! 
Rear the tomb^ ye friends of the dead. Close it not 
till Colma come. My life flies away like a dream : 
why should I stay behind ? Here shall I rest with my 
friends, by the stream of the sounding rock. When 
night comes on the hill -, when the loud winds arise -, 
tny ghost shall stand in the blast, and mourn the death 
of my friends. The hunter shall hear from his booth. 
He shall fear but love my voice ! For sweet shall my 
voice be for my friends : pleasant were her friends to 
Colma ! 

Such was thy song, Minona, sofrly-blushing daugh- 
ter of Torman. Our tears descended for Colma, and 
our souls were sad ! Ullin came with his harp ; he 
gave the song of Alpin. The vdce of Alpin was plea- 
sant : the soul of Ryno was a beam of fire ! But they 
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had rested in the narrow house: their voice had 
ceased in Selma. Ullin had returned^ one day, firom 
thechace, before the heroes fell. He heard their 
strife on the hiU ; their song was soft but sad ! They 
mourned the fall of Morar, first of mortal men! His 
soul was like the soul of Fingal ; his sword like the 
sword of Oscar. But he fell, and his father mourned : 
his sister's eyes were full of tears. Minona*s eyes 
were full of tears, the sister of car- borne Morar. She 
retired from the song of Ullin, like the moon in the 
west, when she foresees the shower, and hides her 
&ir head in a cloud. I touched the harp, with Ullin} 
the song of mourning rose ! 

RYNO. 

The wind and the rain are past : calm is the noon 
t)f day. The clouds are divided in heaven. Over the 
green hills flies the inconstant sun. Red through the 
stony vale comes down the stream of the hill. Sweet 
are thy murmurs, O stream ! but more sweet is the 
voice I hear. It is the voice of Alpin, the son of 
song, mourning for the dead ! Bent is his head of 
age 5 red his tearful eye. Alpin, thou son of song, 
why alone on the silent hill > why complainest thou, 
as a blast in the wood) as a wave on the lonely 
shore ? 

ALPIN. 

My tears, O Ryno ! are for the dead ; my voice 
for those that have passed away. Tall thou art on the 
hill 3 fair among tlie sons of the vale. But thou shalt 
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fall like Morar ;^ the mourner shall sit on thjr tomb. 
The hills shall know thee no more; thy bow shall lie 
in the hall, unstrung ! 

Thou wert swift, OMorar! as a roe on the desert; 
terrible as a meteor of fire. Thy wrath was as the 
storm. Thy sword in battle, as lightning in the field. 
Tliy voice was a stream after rain j like tliunder on 
distant hills. Many fell by thy arm ; they were con- 
sumed in the flames of thy wrath. But when thou 
didst return from war, how peaceful was thy brow ! 
Thy face was like the sun after rain ; like the moon 
in the silence of night 3 calm as the breast of the 
lake when the loud wind is laid. 

Narrow is thy dwelling now ! dark the place of 
thine abode ! With three steps I compass thy grave, 
O thou who wast so great before ! Four stones, with 
their heads of moss, are the only memorial of thee. A 
tree with scarce a leaf, long grass, which whistles in 
the wind, mark to the hunter's eye the grave of the 
mighty Morar. Morar! thou art low indeed. Thou 
hast no mother to mourn thee ; no maid with her 
tears of love. Dead is she that brought thee forth. 
Fallen is the daughter of Morglan. 

Who on his staff is this ? who is this, whose head 
is white with age ? whose eyes are red with tears I 
who quakes at every step ? It is thy father,f O Mo- 

• M6r-^r, great man, 

f Torman tbc sun of Carthul, lord of I-mora, one of the 
western isles. 
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rar ! the father of no son but thee. He heard of thy 
iamt in war 5 he heard of foes dispersed. He heard 
of Morar*s renown ; why did he not hear of his 
wound ? Weep, thou father of Morar ! weep j but 
thy son heareth thee not. Deep is the sleep of the 
dead; low their pillow of dust. No more shall he 
hear thy voice 3 no more awake at thy call. When 
shall it be mom in the grave, to bid the slumberer 
awake ? Farewel, thou bravest of men ! thou con- 
queror in the iield ! but the field shall see thee no 
more ; nor the dark wood be lightened with the 
splendor of thy steel. Thou hast left no son. The 
song shall preserve thy name. Future times shall 
hear of thee ; they shall hear of the fallen Morar ! 

The grief of all arose, but most the bursting sigh 
of Armin.* He remembers the death of his son^ who 
fell in the days of his youth. Carmor f was near the 
hero, the chief of the echoing Galmal. Why bursts 
the sigh of Armin, he said? Is there a cause to 
mourn ? The song comes, with its music, to melt 
and please the soul . It is like soft mist, that, rising 
from a lake, pours on the silent vale ; the green 
flowers are filled with dew, but tlie sun returns in his 
strength, and the mist is gone. Why art thou sad, 
O Armin ! chief of sea- surrounded Gorma ? 

Sad ! I am ! nor small is my cause of woe ! Car- 

• Armin, a hero. He. was chief or petty king of Gorma, 
I. e. the blue island, supposed to be one of the Hebrides. 

t Cear-m6r, a tall dark-complexiotied man. 
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mar, thou hast lost no son } thou hast lost no daugh- 
ter of beauty. Colgar the valiant lives } and Annira 
direst maid. The boughs of thy house ascend, O 
Garmor ! But Armin is the last of his race. Dark is 
thy bed^ ODaura! deep thy sleep in the tomb! 
When shalt thou awake with thy songs ? with all thy 
voice of music ? 

Arise, winds of autumn, arise ; blow along the 
heath ! streams of the moimtams roar ! roar, tempests^ 
in the groves of my oaks ! walk through broken 
clouds, O moon ! show thy pale fece, at intervals ! 
bring to my mind the night, when all my children 
fell ; when Arindal the mighty fell ; when Daura the 
lovely failed ! Daura, my daughter ! thou wert &ir ; 
(air as the moon on Fura ;* white as the driven snow j 
sweet as the breathing gale. Arindal, thy bow was 
strong. Thy spear was swift in the field. Thy look 
was like mist on the wave : thy shield, a red cloud 
in a storm. Armar, renowned in war, came, and 
sought Daura's love. He was not long refused : fiiir 
was the hope of their friends ! 

Erath, son of Odgal, repined : his brother had 
been slain by Armor. He came disguised like a son 
of the sea : fair was his skiff on the wave ; white his 
locks of age 5 calm his serious brow. Fairest of 
women, he said, lovely daughter of Armin ! a rock 
not distant in the sea, bears a tree on its side 5 red 
shines the fruit a&r ! There Armor waits for Daura. 
• Fuar-a, cold island. 
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I come to carry his love ! She went ; 8he called on 
Annar. Nought answered, but tlie son * of the 
rock^ Armor, my love ! my love ! why tormentest 
thou me with fear ? hear, son of Amart, hear : it is 
Daura who calleth thee ! Erath the traitor fled laugh* 
ing to the land. She lifted up her voice ; she called 
for her brother and her father. Arindal ! Armin ! 
none to relieve your Daura ! 

Her voice came over the sea. Arindal my son de* 
scended from the hill ; rough in the spoils of the chace. 
His arrows rattled by his side ; his bow was in his 
hand : five dark grey dogs attend his steps. He saw 
fierce Erath on the shore : he seized and bound him 
to an oak. Thick wind the thongs f of the hide 
around his limbs ; be loads the wind with his groans^ 
Arindal ascends the . deep in his boat, to bring Daura 
to land. Armar came in his wrath, and let fly the 
grey-feathered shaft. It sung ; it sunk in thy heart, 
O Arindal my son ! for Erath the traitor thou diedst. 
The oar is stopped at once } he panted on the rock 
and expired. What is thy grief, O Daura, when 
round thy feet is poured thy brother's blood ! The 
boat is broken in twain. Armar plunges into the sea, 

• By the son of the rock the poet means the echoing back of 
the human voice from a rock. The vulgar were of opinion, that 
this repetition of sound was made by a spirit within the rock ; 
and they, on that account, called it mac talla ; the son who 
dwtlU in the rock, 

t The poet here only means that Erath was bound with 
leathern thongs. 
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to rescue his Daura, or die. Sudden a blast firom 
the hill came over the waves. He sunk^ and he rose 
no more. 

Alone, on the sea-beat rock, my daughter was 
heard to compkun. Frequent and loud were her cries. 
What could her father do ? All night I stood on the 
shore. I saw her by the famt beam of the moon. 
All night I heard her cries. Loud was the wind ; 
the rain beat hard on the hill. Before morning ap- 
peared, her voice was weak. It died away^ like the 
evening-breeze among the grass 6f the rocks. Spent 
with grief she expired ; and left thee Armin alone. 
Gone is my strength in war ! fallen my pride among 
women ! When the storms aloft arise : when the 
north lifts the wave on high 3 I sit by the sounding 
shore, and look on the fatal rock. Often by .the set- 
ting moon, I see the ghosts of my children. Half- 
viewless, they walk in mournful conference together. 
Will none of you speak in pity ? They do not regard 
their father. I am sad, O Carmor, nor small is my 
cause of woe ! 

Such were the words of the bards in the days of 
song ', when the king beard the music of harps, the 
tales of other times ! The chiefs gathered from all 
their hills, and heard the lovely sound. They praised 
the voice * of Cona ! the first among a thousand 
bards ! but age is now on my tongue 5 my soul has 
failed ! I hear, at times, the ghosts of bards, and 

* Ossian is sometimes poetically called tlu voice of Cona* 
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learn their pleasant song. But memory fails on my 
mind. I hear the call of years ! They say^ as they 
pass alongj why does Ossian sing ? Soon shall he lie 
in the narrow house^ and no bard shall raise his fame ! 
Roll on, ye dark-brown years ; ye bring no joy on 
your coarse ! Let the tomb open to Ossian, for his 
strength has failed. The sons of song are gone to 
rest. My voice remains, like a blast, that roars, 
lonely, on a sea-surrounded rock, after the winds are 
laid. The dark moss whistles there; the distant 
mariner sees the waving trees ! 
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ANCIENT EPIC POEM. 

IN SIX BOOKS. 

ARGUMENT TO BOOK I. 

Cuthullin (general of the Irish tribes, in the minority of Cor- 
mac, king of Ireland) sitting alone beneath a tree, at the 
gate of Tura, a castle of Ulster, (the other chiefs having gone 
on a hunting party to Cromla, a neighbouring hill) is inform- 
ed of the landing of Swaran, king of Lochlin, by Moran, 
the son of Fithil, one of his scouts. He convenes the chiefs ; 
a council is held, and disputes run high about giving battle 
to the enemy. Connal, the petty king of Togorma, and an 
intimate friend of Cuthullin, v^as for retreating, till Fingal, 
king of those Caledonians who inhabited the north-west coast 
of Scotland, whose aid had been previously solicited, should 
arrive ; but Caknar, the son of Matha, lord of Lara, a coun- 
try in Connaught, was for engaging the enemy immediately. 
Cuthullin, of himself willing to fight, went into the opinion 
of Calmar. Marching towards the enemy, he missed three 
of his bravest heroes, Fergus, Duchomar, and Cathba. Fer- 
gus arriving, tells Cuthullin of the death of the two other 
chiefs ; which introduces the affecting episode of Moma,v the 
daughter of Cormac. The army of Cuthullin is descried at 
a distance by Swaran, who sent the son of Arno to observe 
the motions of the enemy, while he himself ranged his forces 
in order of battle. The son of Arno returning to Swaran, de» 
scribes to him Cuthullin's chariot, and the terrible appear- 
ance of that hero. The armies engage, but night coming on, 
leaves -the victory undecided. Cuthullin, according to the 
hospitality of the timeS) sends to Swaran a formal invitation 
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to a feast, by his bard Carril, the son of Kinfena. Swaj^n 
refuses to come. Carril relates to Cuthullin the story of 
Grudar and Brassolis. A party, by Connal's advice, is 
sent to observe the enemy ^ which closes the action of the 
first day. 



TBooh JFirgt. 

Cuthullin* sat by Tura*s wall: by the tree 
of the rustling sound. His spear leaned against a 
rock. His shield lay on grassj by his side. Amid 
his thoughts of mighty Carbar,f a hero slain by 
tlie chief in war; the scout ^ of ocean comes, 

* Cuthullin the son of Semo, and grandson to Caithbat, a 
druid celebrated in tradition for his wisdom and valour. Cu- 
thullin when very young married Bragela the daughter of Sor- 
f;Ian, and passing over into Ireland, lived for some time with 
Connal, grandson by a daughter to Conga 1 the petty king of 
Ulster. His wisdom and valour in a short time gained him soch 
reputation, that in the minority of Cormac the supreme king 
of Ireland, he was chosen guardian to the young king, and sole 
manager of the war against Swaran king of Lochlin. After a 
series of great actions he was killed in battle somewhere in Con- 
naught, in the twenty-seventh year of his age. He was so re- 
markable for his strength, that to describe a strong man it has 
passed into a proverb, " He has the strength of Cuthullin." 
They shew the remains of his palace at Dunscaich in the Isle of 
Skye ; and a stone to which he bound his dog Luath, goes still 
by his name. 

•I* Cairbar or Cairbre, signifies a strong man, 

X Cuthullin having previous intelligence of the invasion in- 
tended by Swaran, sent scouts all over the coast of UUin-or 
Ulster, to give early notice of the first appearance of the enemy, 
at the same time that he sent Munan the son of Stirmal to im- 
plore the assistance of Fingal. He himself collected the flower 
of the Irish youth to Tura, a castle on the coast, to stop the 
progress of the enemy till Fingal should arrive from Scotland. 
Vfe may conclude from CuthuUin's applying so early for foreign 
aid, that the Irish were not then so numerous as they Have since 
V»eeo ; which is a great presumption against the high antiqt»ities 
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Moran* the son of Fithil ! " Arise," says the youth, 
*' Cuthullin, arise. I see the ships of the north ! 
Many, chief of men, are the foe. Many the heroes 
of the sea-borne Swaran !" *' Moran!" replied the 
blue-eyed chief, '* thou ever tremblest, son of Fithil ! 
Thy fears have increased the foe. It is Fingal, king f 
of deserts, with aid to green Erin of streams." *' I 
beheld their chief," says Moran, '^ tall as a glittering 
rock« His spear is a blasted pine. His shield the 
rising moon ! He sat on the shore ! like a cloud of 
mist on the silent hill ! Many, chief of heroes I I 
md, many are our hands of war. Well art thou 
named, the Mighty Man : but many mighty men 
are seen from Tura's windy walls." 

'^ He spoke, like a wave on ai rock, who in this 
land appears like me ? Heroe& stand not in my pre-* 
sence : they fall to earth from my hand. Who can 
meet Swaran in fight? Who but Fingal, king of 
Selma of storms ? Once we wrestled on MalmorjJ 
our heels overturned the woods. Rocks fell from 



of that people. We have the testimony of Tacitus, that one 
legion only was thought sufficient, in the time of Agricola, to 
reduce the whole island under the Roman yoke; which wou^l 
not probably have been the case had the island been inhabited 
for any number of centuries before. ' 

* Moran signifies many ; and Fithil, or rather Fill, an infe- 
rtor bard. 

f Fingal the son of Comhal, and Morna the daughter of 
Thaddu. His grandfather was Trathal, and great grandfather 
Trenmor, both of whom are often mentioned in the poem. 

X Meal-mur, a great hiU. 
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their place ; rivulets^ changing their course, fled mur- 
muring from our side. Three dajs we renewed the 
strife ', heroes stood at a distance and trembled. On 
the fourth, Fingal says, that the king of the ocean 
fell ! but Swaran says, he stood ! Let dark Cuthullin 
yield to him, that is strong as the storms of his land !*' 
** No 1" replied the blue-eyed chief, " I never 
yield to mortal man ! Dark Cuthullin shall be great 
or dead ! Gro, son of Fithil, take my spear. Strike 
the sounding shield of Semo.* It hangs at Tura's 
rustling gate. The sound of peace is not its voice f 
My heroes shall hear and obey/' He went. He 
struck the bossy shield. The hills, the rocks reply. 
The sound spreads along the wood : deer start by the 
lake of roes. Curach f leaps from the sounding rock } 
and Ck>nnal of the bloody spear ! Crugal's X breast of 
snow beats high. The son of Favi leaves the dark* 
brown hind. It is the shield of war, said Ronnar ! 
the spear of Cuthullin, said Lugar ! son of the sea 
put on thy arms ! Calmar lift thy sounding steel ! 
Puno ! dreadful hero, arise ! Cairbar from thy red 
tree of Cromla ! Bend thy knee, O Eth ! descend 
from the streams of Lena. Ca-olt stretch thy side as 

• Cabait, or rather Cathbait, grandfethcr to the hero, was 
so remarkable for his valour, that his shield was made use of to 
alarm his posterity to the battles of the family. We find Fm- 
gal making the same use of his own shield in the 4th book. A 
horn was Sie most common instrument to call the army to- 
gether. 

f Cu-raoch signifies the madness of battle, 

X Cruth-eeal, fair'CompUxioned, 
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thou movest along the whistling heath of Mora : Aj 
side that is white as the foam of the troubled sea, 
when the dark winds pour it on rocky Cuthon.* 

Now I behold the chiefs^ in the pride of their for- 
mer deeds i Their souls are kindled at the battles of 
old; at the actions of other times. Their eyes arc 
flames of fire. They roll in search of the foes of the 
land. Theit mighty hands are on their swords. Light- 
ning poors from their sides of steel. They come like 
streams from the moutains ; each ruidies roaring from 
his hilL Bright are ^e chiefs of battle in the armour 
of their fathers. Gloomy and dark their heroes fol- 
low, like the gathering of the rainy clouds behind 
the red meteors of heaven. The sounds of crashing 
arms ascend. The grey dogs howl between. Un- 
equal bursts the song of battle. Rocking Cromla'f- 
echoes round. On Lena's dusky heath they stand, 
like mist that shades the hills of autumn : when 
brok^i and dark it settles high^ and lifts its head to 
heaven ! 

" Hail,** said Cuthullin, '^ sons of the narrow vales! 
hail, hunters of the deer ! Another sport is drawing near : 
It is like the dark-rolling of that wave on the coast I 
Or shall we fight, ye sons of war I or yield green Erin J . 

* Cu-thon, the mournful sound of waves, 

f Crom-leach signified a place of worship among the Druids. 
H is here the proper name of a hill on the coast of Ullin or Ulster, 

X Ireland, so called from a colony that settled there called 
Falans. lais-foil, the island «f the Fa-il or f alans. 
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to Lochlin ! O Connal * speak^ thou first of men ! 
thou breaker of the shields ! tliou hast often fought 
with Lochlin : wilt thou lift thy father's spear ?" 

" Cuthullin !" calm the chief replied, '' the spear 
of Connal is keen. It delights to shine in battle ; to 
mix with the blood of thousands. But tho' my hand 
is bent on fight, my heart is for tlie peace of Erin. f 
Behold, thou first in Cormac's war, the sable fleet of 
Swaran. His masts are many on our coast, like reeds 
in the lake of Lego. His ships are forests cloathed 
with mist, when the trees yield by turns to the squally 
wind. Many are his chiefs in battle. Connal is for 
peace ! Fingal would shun his arm the first of mortal 
men! Fingal, who scatters the mighty, as stormy 
winds the heath 5 when streams roar thro* echoing 
Cona : and night settles with all her clouds on the hill ! 

" Fly, thou man of peace," said Calmar,J «' fly," 
said the son of Matha ; '' go, Connal, to thy sDent 

* Connal, the friend of Cuthullin, was the son of Caithbait 
prince of the Tongorma or the island of Hue waves, probably 
one of the Hebrides. His mother was Fioncoma the daughter 
ofCongal. He had a son by Foba of Conacharnessar, who 
was afterwards petty king of Ulster. For his services in the 
war against Swaran he had lands conferred on him, which, 
from his name, were called Tir-chonnuil or Tir-connel, i. e. 
the land of Connal. 

f Erin, a name of Ireland ; from ear or iar West, and in 
an island. This name was not always confined to Ireland, for 
there is the highest probability that the leme of the ancients 
was Britain to the North of the Forth. For lerne is said to be 
to the North of Britain, which could not be meant of Ireland. 

STRABO, 1. 2. &. 4. CASAUB. 1. I. 

i Calm-er, aitronffman. 
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hills, where the spear never brightens in war ! Pur- 
sue the dark-brown deer of Cromla : stop with thine 
arrows the bounding roes of Lena. But, blue-eyed 
son of Semo, Cuthullin, ruler of the iield, scatter 
thou the sons of Lochlin^* roar thro' the ranks of 
their pride. Let no vessel of the kingdom of Snow 
bound on the dark-rolling waves of Inis-tore.f Rise, 
ye dark winds of Erin, rise ! roar whirlwinds of Lara 
of hinds ! Amid the tempest let me die, torn, in a 
doud, by angry ghosts of men 5 amid the tempest let 
Calmar die, if ever chace was sport to him, so much 
as the battle of shields I" 

'f Calmar!" Connal slow replied, " I never fled, 
young son of Matha ! I was swift with my friends iii 
fight 5 but small is* the fame of Connal ! The battle 
was won in my presence 5 the valiant overcame ! But, 
son of'Semo, hear my voice, regard the ancient 
throne of Cormac. Give wealth and half the land 
for peace, till Fingal shall arrive on our coast. Or, 
if war be thy choice, I lift the sword and spear. My 
joy shall be in the midst of thousands^ my soul shall 
lighten through the gloom of the fight !" 

'* To me," Cuthullin replies, " pleasant is the 
noise of arms ! pleasant as the thunder of heaven, 
before the shower of spring ! But gather all the shining 
tribes that I may view the sons of war ! Let them 
pass along the heath, bright as the sun- shine before a 

* The Galic name of Scandinavia in general, 
t The Orkney islands. 



58 F I N G A L ; 

stonn ; when the west wind collects the clouds and 
Morven echoes over all her oaks ! But where are my 
friends in battle? The supporters of my arm in dan- 
ger? Where art thou^ white-bosom'd Cathbar ? 
Where is that cloud in war^ Duchomar ?* Hast thou 
left me^ O Fergus l^- in the day of the storm ? Fer- 
gus, first in our joy at the feast ! son of Rossa ! arm 
of death ! comest thou like a roe 6:0m Malmor« 
Like a h^t from thy echoing hills ? Hail thou son of 
Hossa ! what shades the soul of war V' 

'* Four stones," J replied the chief, '' rise on tlxo 
grave of Cathba. These hands have laid in earth Du« 
chomar, that cloud in war ! Cathba, son of Torman I 
thou wert a sun-beam in Erin. And thou, O valiant 
Duchomar! a mist of the marshy Lano; when it 
moves on the plains of autunm, bearing the death of 
thousands along. Moma ! fairest of maids ! calm is 
thy sleep in the cave of the rock ! Thou hast fallen 
in darkness, like a star, that shoots across the desert ; 
when the traveller is alone, and mourns the transient 
beam!" 

* Di^hchomar, a Hack well'made man. 

f Fear-guth, the man of the word; or a commander of an 
army. 

X This passage alludes to the manner of burial among the 
ancient Scots. They opened a grave six or eight feet deep ; 
the bottom was lined with fine clay: and on this they laid the 
body of the deceased, and, if a warrior, his sword, and the 
heads of twelve arrows by his side. Above they laid another 
stratum of clay, in which they placed the horn of a deer, the 
symbol of hunting. The whole was covered with a fine mould, 
and four stones placed on end to mark the extent of the grave . 
These are the four stones alluded to here. 
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" Say," said Semo's blue-eyed son, " say how fell 
the chiefs of Erin ? Fell they by the sons of Lochlin, 
striving in the battle of heroes ? Or what confines 
the strong in arms to the dark and narrow house ?" 

" Cathba," replied the hero, " fell by the swoid 

of Duchomar at the oak of the noisy streams. Du- 

chomar came to Tura*s cave 5 he spoke to the lovely 

Moma. Morna^ * fairest among women^ lovely 

daughter of strong-armed Cormac ! Why in the circle 

of stones ? in the cave of the rock alone ? The stream 

murmurs along. The old tree groans in the wind. 

Tlie lake is troubled before thee -, dark are the clouds 

of the sky ! But thou art snow on the heath 5 thy hair 

is the mist of Cromla j when it curls on the hill $ 

when it shines to the beam of the west ! Thy breasts 

are two smooth rocks seen from Branno of streams. 

Thy arms^ like two white pillars, in the halls of the 

great Fingal." 

'' From whence/' the fair-haired maid replied, 
** from whence, Duchomar, most gloomy of men } 
Dark are thy brows and terrible ! Red are thy rolling 
eyes ! Does Swaran appear on the sea ? What of the 
foe, Duchomar?" " From the hill I return, O 
Moma, from the hill of the dark-brown hinds. Three 
have I slain with my bended yew. Three with my 
kmg bounding dogs of the chace. Lovely daughter 
of Cormac, 1 love thee as my soul ! I have slain one 
stately deer for thee. High was his. branchy head j 

* Muirne, or Moma, a woman beloved hy all. 
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and fleet his feet of wind." " Duchomar !" calm 
the maid replied, *' I love thee not, thou gloon^ 
man ! hard is thy heart of rock ^ dark is thy terriUe 
brow. Bxit Cathba, young son of Torman,* thou 
art the love of Moma. Thou art a sun-beam, in the 
day of the gloomy storm. Sawest thou the son of 
Torman, lovely on the hill of his hinds ? Here the 
daughter of Cormac waits the coming of Cathba ! '* 

*' Long shall Moma wait," Duchomar said, " long 
shall Moma wait for Cathba ! Behold this sword 
unsheathed ! Here wanders the blood of Cathba. 
Long shall Moma wait. He fell by the stream of 
Branno ! On Croma I will raise his tomb, daughter 
of blue-shielded Cormac ! Turn on Duchomar thine 
eyes ; his arm is strong as a storm." '^ Is the son of 
Torman fallen ?" said the wildly bursting voice of 
the maid. " Is he fallen on his echoing hills, the 
youth with the breast of snow ? The first in the chace 
of hinds ? The foe of the strangers of ocean ? Thou 
art dark f to me, Duchomar, cruel is thine arm to 
Moma ! Give me that sword, my foe ! I love the 
wandering blood of Cathba !" 

He gave the sword to her tears. She pierced his 
manly breast ! He fell, like the bank of a mountain- 
stream, and stretching fortli his hand, he spoke : 
'' Daughter of blue-shielded Cormac ! Thou hast 

♦ Torman, thunder^ This is the true origin of the Jupiter 
Taramis of the ancients. 

t She alludes to his name, the dark man. 
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sfain me in youth ! The sword is cold in my breast : 
Moma^ I fed it cold. Give me to Moina * the maid. 
Duchomar was the dream of her night 1 She will 
raise my tomb 5 the hunter shall raise my fame. But 
draw the sword from my breast. Moma^ the steel 
is cold!" She came, in all her tears, she came; she 
drew the sword from his breast. He pierced her 
white side ! He spread her fair locks on the ground ! 
Her bursting blood sounds from her side : her white 
arm is stained with red. Rolling in death she lay. 
The cave re-echoed to her sighs." 

" Peace/* said Cuthullin, *' to the souls of the 
heroes ! their deeds were great in fight. Let them 
ride around f me on clouds. Let them shew their 
features of war. My sovd shall then be firm in dan- 
ger j mine arm like the thunder of heaven ! But be 
thou on a moon-beam, O Moma 1 near the window 
of my rest 5 when my thoughts are of peace ; when 
the din of arms is past. Gather the strength of the 
tribes ! Move to the wars of Erin ! Attend the car 
of my battles ! Rejoice in the noise of my course I 
Place three spears by my side : follow the bounding 
of my steeds I That my soul may be strong in my 
fiiends, when battle darkens round the beams of my 
steel !*' 

♦ Moina, softift temper and person, 

•f* It was the opinion then, as indeed it is to this day, of some 
of the Highlanders, that the souls of the deceased hovered 
round their living friends ; and sometimes appeared to then^ 
when they were about to enter on any great undertaking. 
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As rushes a stream of foam from the dark shadf 
deep of Cromla$ when the thander is travellii^ 
above^ and dark-brown night sits on half the hill. 
Through the breaches of the tempest look forth the 
dim faces of ghosts. So fierce, so vast, sa terrible 
rushed on the sons of Erin. The diief like a whale 
of ocean^ whom all his billows pursue, poured valour 
forth, as a stream, rolling his nug^t along the shore. 
The sons of Lochlin heard the noise, as the sound of 
a winter-storm. Swaran struck iiis bossy shidd : he 
called the son of Amo, '* What murmur rolls along 
the hill, like the gathered flies of the eve ? The sons 
of Erin descend, or rustling winds roar in the distant 
wood ! Such is the noise of Gormal, before the white 
tops of my waves arise. O son of Amo, ascend the 
hill ; view the dark £ice of the heath I" 

He went. He, trembling, swift returned. His 
eyes rolled wildly round. His heart beat high s^inst 
his side. His words were faultering, broken, slow. 
^' Arise, son of ocean, arise, chief of the dark- 
brown shields 1 I see the dark, the mountain-stream 
of battle ! The deep-moving strength of the sons of 
Erin ! The car, the car of war comes on, like the 
flame of death ! the rapid car of CuthuUin, the noUe 
son of Semo ! It bends behind like a wave near a 
rock ; like the sun-streaked mist of the heath. Its 
sides are embossed with stones, and sparkle like the 
sea round the boat of night. Of polished yew is its 
beam 3 its seat of the smoothest bone. The sides are 
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replenished with spears ; the bottom is the foot-stool 
of heroes ! Before the right side of the car is seen the 
snorting horse ! The high-maned^ broad-breasted^ 
proud^ wide-leaping, strong steed of the hill. Loud 
and resounding is his hoof 3 the spreading of his 
mane above is like a stream of smoke on a ridge of 
rocks. Bright are the sides of the steed ! his name is 
Sulin-Sifadda I" 

" Before the left side of the car is seen the snort- 
ing horse ! The thin-maned^ high-headed, strong- 
hoofed^ fleet, bounding son of the hiU : his name i& 
Dusronnal^ among the stormy sons of the sword 1 
A thousand thongs bind the car on high. Hard 
polished bits shine in a wreath of foam. Thin thongs^ 
bright-studded with gems^ bend on the stately necks 
of the steeds. The steeds that like wreaths of mist 
fly over the streamy vales ! The wildness of deer is 
in their course, the strength of eagles descending on 
the prey. Their noise is like the blast of winter^ on 
the sides of the snow-headed Gormal. 

Within the car is seen the chief 3 the strong-armed 
son of the sword. The hero's name is Cuthullin, son 
of Semo king of shells. His red cheek is like my 
polished yew. The look of his blue-rolling eye is 
wide, beneath the dark arch of his brow. His hair 
flies from his head like a flame^ as bending forward 
he wields the spear. Fly, king of ocean, fly ! He 
comes, like a storm, along the streamy vale ! 

" When did I fly ?" replied the king : " When 
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fled Swaran from the battle of spears ? When did I 
shrink from danger, chief of the little soiU ? I met 
the storm of Gormal, when the foam of my waves 
beat high. I met the storm of the clouds -, shall 
Swaran fly from a hero ? Were Fingal himself before 
me^ my soul should not darken with fear. Arise to 
battle, my thousands ! pour round me like the echo- 
ing main. Gather round the bright steel of your 
king ; strong as the rocks of my land -, that meet 
the storm with joy, and stretch their dark pines to 
the wind !" 

Like autumn*s dark storms, pouring from two 
echoing hills, toward each other approached the he- 
roes, like two deep streams from high rocks meet- 
ing, mixing, roaring on the plain ; loud, rough and 
dark in battle meet Lochlin and Inisrfail. Chief 
mixes his strokes with chief, and man with man ; 
steel, clanging, sounds on steel. Helmets are cleft 
on high. £lood bursts and smokes around. Strings 
murmur on the polished yews. Darts rush along the 
sky. Spears fall like the circles of light, which gild 
tlie face of night. As the noise of the troubled ocean, 
when roll the waves on high. As the last peal of 
thunder in heaven, such is the din of war ! Though 
Cormac*s hundred bards were there, to give the fight 
to song 5 feeble was the voice of a hundred bards to 
send the deaths to future times ! For many were the 
deaths of heroes 3 wide poured the blood of the 
brave ! 
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. Mourn^ ye sons of song, mourn the death of the 
noble Sithallin.* Let the sighs of Fiona rise, on the 
lone plains of her lovely Ardan. They fell, like two 
hinds of the desert, by the hands of the mighty Swa- 
raa ; when, in the midst of thousands, he roared ; 
like the shrill spirit of a storm. He sits dim, on the 
clouds of the north, and enjoys the deadi of the ma* 
riner. Nor slept thy hand by thy side, chief of the 
isle of mistif many were the deaths of thine arm, 
Cuthullin, thou son of Semo ! His sword was like 
the beam of heaven when it pierces the sons of the 
vale 5 when the people are blasted and fall, and all 
the hills are burning around. Dusronnal X snorted 
over the bodies of heroes. Sifadda || bathed his hoof 
in blood. The battle lay behind them, as groves 
overturned on the desert of Cromla ; when the blast 
has passed the heath, laden with the spirits of night ! 

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds, O maid of 
lDistore1§ Bend thy fair head over the waves, thou 

* Shhallin signifies a handsome man ; Fiona, a fair maid ; 
and Ardan, pride, 

t The Isle of Sky ; not improperly called the isle of mist, as 
its high hillsy which catch the clouds from the western ocean, 
occasion almost continual rains. 

X One of Cuthulltn's horses. Dubhstron gheal. 
H Sith-fadda, t. e. a long stride^ 

♦ TAe maid of Inistore was the daughter of Gorlo king of 
Inistore or Orkney islands. Trenar was brother to the king of 
Iniscon, supposed to be one of the islands of Shetland. The 
Orkneys and Shetland were at that time subject to the king of 
Lochlin. We find that the dogs of Trenar are sensible at home 
of the death of their master, the very instant he is killed. It 

VOL, II. F 
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lovelier than tiie ghost of the hills 5 when it moves, 
in a sun-beam^ at noon^ over the silence of Morven ! 
He is fallen ! thy youth is low ! pale beneath the 
sword of CuthuUin ! No more shall valour raise thy 
love to match the blood of kings. Trenar, graceful 
Trenar dipd, O maid of Inistore ! His grey dogs are 
howling at home ; they see his passing ghost. His 
bow is in the hall unstrung. No sound is in the hiH 
of his hinds ! 

As roll a thousand. waves to the rocks, so Swaran's 
host came on. As meets a rock a thousand waves> 
^so Erin met Swaran of spears. Death raises all his 
voices around, and mixes with the sounds of shields. 
Each hero is a pillar of darkness 5 the sword a beam 
of fire, in his hand. The field echoes from wing to 
wing, as a hundred hammers that rise, by turns, on 
the red son of tlie furnace. Who are these on Lena*s 
heath, these so gloomy and dark? Who are these like 
.two clouds and their swords like lightning above them? 
The little hills are troubled around 3 the rocks tremble 
with all their moss. Who is it but Ocean's son and 
the car-borne chief of .Erin ? Many are the anxious 
eyes of their friends, as they see tliem dim on the 
heath. But night conceals tlie chiefs in clouds, and 
ends the dreadful fight I 

was the opinion of the times, that the souls of heroes went Im- 
mediately after death to the hills of their country, and the scenes 
they frequented the most happy time of their life. It was 
thought too that dogs and hoises saw the ghosts of the de- 

«eused« 
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It was on Cromla*s shaggy side that Dorglas had 
placed the deer j* the early fortune of the chace, be- 
fore the heroes left the hill. A hundred youths col- 
lect the heath 5 ten warriors wake the lire ; three 
hundred chuse the polished stones. The feast is 
smoaking wide ! Cuthullin, chief of Erin's war, re- 
sumed his mighty soul. He stood upon his beatny 
spear, and spoke to the son of songs 5 to Carril of 
other times, the grey-haired son of Kinfena.f " Is 
this feast spread for me alone and the king of Lochlin 
on £nn*s shore ; far from the deer of his hills, and 
sounding halls of his feasts? Rise, Carril of other 
times 5 carry my words to Swaran. Tell him from 
the roaring of waters, tliat Cuthullin gives his feast. 
Here let him listen to the sound of my groves, amidst 
the clouds of night. For cold and bleak the blustering 
winds rush over the foam of his seas. Here let him 
praise the trembling harp, and hear tlie songs of heroes ! ' * 

Old Carril went, with softest voice. He called 
the king of dark-brown shields ! '^ Rise fror^ the 
skins of tliy chace, rise, Swaran king of groves ! 

* The ancient manner of preparing feasts after hunting, i? 
handed down by tradition. A pit lined with smooth stones was 
made ; and near it stood a heap of smooth flat stones of the flint 
kind. The stones as well as the pit were properly heated witli 
heath. Then they laid some venison in the bottom, and a stra- 
tum of the stones above it ; and thus they did alternately till 
the pit was full. The whole was covered over with heath to 
confine the steam. Whether this is probable 1 cannot say ; but 
some pics are shewn, which the vulgar say, were used in that 
manner. 

t Cean-feana, i. e. the head 0/ the people. 
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CuthuUin gives the joy of shells. Partake the feast 
ofErin*8 blue-ey'd chief!" He answered like the 
sullen sound of Cromla before a storm. '' Though 
all thy daughters, Inis-I&il ! should stretch their arms 
of snow ^ should raise the hearings of their breasts, 
and softly roll their eyes of love 5 yet, fixed as Loch- 
lin*8 thousand rocks^ here Swaran should remain; 
till mora, with the young beams of the east^ shall 
light me to the death of Cuthullin. Pleasant to my 
ear is Lochlin's wind ! It rushes over my seas ! It 
speaks aloft in all my shrouds^ and brings my green 
forests to my mind : The green forests of (formal, 
which often echoed to my winds, when my spear was 
red in the chace of the boar. Let dark Cuthullis 
yield to me the ancient throne of Cormac ; or Erin's 
torrents shall shew from their hills the red foam of the 
blood of his pride!" 

*' Sad is the sound of Swaran' s voice/* said Carril 
of other times ! ^' Sad to himself alone," said the 
blue-eyed son of Semo. " But, Carril, raise the 
voice on high ; tell the deeds of other times. Send 
thou the night away in song -, and give the joy of 
grief. For many heroes and maids of love, have 
moved on Inis-fail : And lovely are the songs of woe 
that are heard in Albion's rocks ; when the noise of 
-the chace is past, and the streams of Cona answer to 
the voice of Ossian." * 

♦ The Cona here mentioned is that small river that runs 
trough Glcnco in Argyleshirc. One of the hills which cnviion 
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^'In other days/'* Carril replies, " came the 
sons of Ocean to Erin ! A thousand vessels bounded 
on waves to Ullin's lovely plains. The sons of Inis- 
feil arose, to meet the race of dark-brown shields. 
Cairbar, first of men, was there, and Grudar, stately 
youth ! Long had they strove for the spotted bull, 
that lowed on Golbun*sf echoing heath. Each claim- 
ed him as his own. Death was often at the point of 
their steel ! Side by side the heroes fought -, the 
strangers of Ocean fled.^ Whose name was fairer on 
the hiU, than the name of Cairbar and Grudar ! But 
ah ! why ever lowed the bull, on Grolbun's echoing 
heath. They saw him leaping like snow^ The wrath 
of the chiefs returned !" 

'* On Lubar's % grassy banks they fought ; Grudar 
fell in his blood. Fierce Cairbar came to the vale, 
where Brassolis, || fairest of his sisters, all alone, 
raised the song of grief. She sung of the actions of 
Grudar, the youth of her secret soul ! She mourned 
him in the field of blood 5 but still she hoped for his 

that romantic valley is still called Scomafena, or the hill of 
Fingal's people. 

* This episode is introduced with propriety. Calmar and 
Connal, two of the Irish heroes, had disputed warmly before 
the battle about engaging the enemy. Carril endeavours to re- 
concile them with the story of Cairbar and Grudar; who, though 
enemies before, fought side by side in the war. The poet ob- 
tained his aim, for we find Calmar and Connal perfectly recon- 
ciled in the third book. 

f Golb-bhean, as well as Cromleach, signifies a crooked hill, 

X Lubar, a river in Ulster. Lahkar, loud, noisy. 

^1 Brassolis sigqines a woman with a white breast. 
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return. Her white bosom is seen from her robe, * as 
the moon from the clouds of night, when its edge 
heaves white on tJie view, from the darkness which 
covers its orb. Her voice was softer than the harp to 
raise; the song of grief. Her soul was fixed on Grudar. 
The secret look of her eye was his. *' When shalt 
thou come in thine arms, thou mighty in the war ?" 

*• Take, Brassolis," Cairbarcame and said, *' take, 
Brassolis, this shield of blood. Fix it on high within 
my hall, the armour of ray foe ! Her soft heart beat 
against her side. Distracted, pale, she flew. She 
found her youth in all his blood ; she died on Crom- 
la's heath. Here rests their dust, Cutliullin ! these 
lonely yews sprung from their tombs, and shade them 
from the storm. Fair was Brassolis on the plain ! 
Stately was Gnidar on the hill ! The bard shall pr»- 
ser^'e their names, and send them down to friture 
times !" 

*' Pleasant is thy voice, O Carril," said the blue- 
eyed chief of Erin. " Pleasant are the words of other 
times ! They are like the calm shower of spring j 
when the sun looks on the field, and the light cloud 
flies over the hills. O strike tlie harp in praise of my 
love, the lonely sun-beam of Dunscaith ! Strike the 
harp in the praise of Bragela ; she that I left in the 
Isle of Mist, the spouse of Semo's son ! Dost thou 
raise thy fair face from the rock to find the sails of 
Cuthullin ? The sea is rolling distant far 5 its white 
foam deceives thee for my sails. Retire, for it is 
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night, my love -, the dark winds sing in thy hair. 
Retire to the halls of my feasts } think of the times 
that are past. I will not return till the storm of war 
is ceased. O Connal ! speak of war and anns^ and 
send her from my mind. Lovely with her flowing 
hair is the white-bosomed daughter of Sorglan." 

Connal, slow to speak^ replied, " Guard against 
the race of Ocean. Send thy troop of night abroad^ 
and watch the strength of Swaran. Cuthullin ! I am 
for peace till the race of Selma come ; till Fmgal 
come^ the first of men, and beam, like the sun, on 
our fields!*' The hero struck the shield of alarms^ 
the warriors of the night moved on ! The rest lay in 
the heath of the deer, and slept beneath the dusky 
wind. Tlie ghosts * of the lately dead were near, 
and swam on the gloomy clouds : And far distant^ in 
the dark silence of Lena, the feeble voices of death 
were faintly heard. 

• It was long the opinion of the ancient Scots, that a ghost 
was heard shrieking near the place where a death was to hap-- 
pen soon after. The accounts given, to this day, among the 
vulgar, of this extraordinary matter, are very poetical. The 
ghost comes mounted on a meteor, and surrounds twice or 
thrice the place destined for the person to die ; and then goes 
along the road through which the funeral is to pass, shrieking 
^t intervals ; at last, the meteor and ghost disappear abov^ thp 
barial place. 
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IN SIX BOOKS. 

ARGUMENT TO BOOK II. 

The ghost of Crugal, one of the Irish heroes who was killed in 
battle, appearing to Connal, foretels the defeat of Cuthullin 
in the next battle ; and earnestly advises him to make peace 
with Swaran. Connal communicates the vision; but Cu- 
thullin is inflexible ; from a principle of honour he would 
not be the first to sue for peace, and he resolved to continue 
the war. Morning comes; Swaran proposes dishonourable 
terms to Cuthullin, which are rejected. The battle begins^ 
and is obstinately fought for some time, until, upon the flight 
of Grumal, the whole Irish army gave way. Cuthullin and 
Connal cover their retreat : Carril leads them to a neighbour- 
ing hill, whither they are soon followed by Cuthullin himself, 
who descries the fleet of Fingal making towards the coast ; 
but, night coming un, he lost sight of it again. Cuthullin^ 
dejected after his defeat, attributes his ill success to the death 
of Ferda his friend, whom he had killed some time before. 
Carril, to shew that ill success did not always attend those 
who innocently killed their friends, introduces the episode of 
Connal and Galvina. 

"Boofi ^econo. 

Connal* lay by the sound of the mountain 
stream^ beneath the aged tree. A stone, with its 

* The scene here described will appear natural to those who 
have been in the highlands of Scotland. The poet remove* 
him to a distance from the army, to add more horror to the 
description of Crugal's ghost by the loneliness of the place. 
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moss, supported his head. Shrill thro* the heath of 
Lena, he heard the voice of night. At distance fh)m 
the heroes he lay ; the son of the sword feared no 
foe ! The hero beheld, in his rest', a dark-red streana 
of fire nishing down from the hill. Crugal sat upon 
the beam, a chief who fell in fight. He fell by the 
hand of Swaran, striving in the battle of heroes. 
His face is like the beam of the setting moon. His 
robes are of the clouds of the hill. His eyes are two 
decaying flames. Dark is tlie wound of his breast! 
*' Crugal," said the mighty Connal, son of Dedgal 
famed on the hill of hinds ! " Why so pale and sad, 
thou breaker of the shields ? Thou hast never been 
pale for fear ! What disturbs the departed Crugal ?*' 
Dim, and in tears, he stood and stretched his pale 
hand over the hero. Faintly he raised his feeble voice, 
like the gale of the reedy Lego ! 

'^My spirit, Connal, is on my hills: my corse on 
the sands of Erin. Thou shalt never talk with Cru- 
gal, nor find his lone steps in the heath. I am light 
as the blast of Cromla. I move like the shadow of 
mist ! Connal, son of Colgar, I see a cloud of death : 
it hovers dark over the plains of Lena. The sons of 
green Erin must fall. Remove from the field of. 
ghosts." Like the darkened moon he retired, in the 
midst of the whistling blast. " Stay," said the 
mighty Connal, stay my dark-red friend. Lay by 
that beam of heaven, son of the windy Cromla !' 
What cave is thy lonely house ? What green-headed 



■% 




m 






...^ 


"S^^^J 


1 






Kng^alT:j.p.74. 



TtM^hed, ^ I.aekinyt^uAUm,tfC?Jufy f*. *&€>$ 



PUBLIC LIBRARY 

I^HLDKN FOUND <Tin;w< 



AN EPIC POEM. 75 

hill the place of thy repose ? Shall we not hear thee 
in the storm ? In the noise of the mountain-stream ? 
When the feeble sons of the wind come forth, and 
scarcely seen, pass over the desert ?** 
. The soft- voiced Connal rose, in the midst of his 
sounding arms. He struck his shield above Cu- 
thullin. The son of battle waked. '' Why," said 
the ruler of the car, " comes Connal through my 
night? My spear might turn against the sounds 
and CuthuUin mourn the death of his friend. Speak, 
Connal; son of Colgar, speak, thy counsel is the 
sun of heaven !'* *' Son of Semo !" replied the chief, 
** the ghost of Crugal came from his cave. The stars 
dim- twinkled thro' his form. His voice was like the 
sound of a distant stream . He is a messenger of death ! 
He speaks of the dark and narrow house ! Sue for 
peace, O chief of Erin ! or fly over the heath of Lena.'* 
" He spoke to Connal," replied the hero, *' though 
stars dim-twinkled through his form ! Son of Colgar, 
it was the wind that murmured across thy ear. Or 
if it was the form * of Crugal, why didst thou not 
force him to my sight ? Hast thou enquired where is 
his cave } The house of that son of wind ? My sword 
might find that voice, and force his knowledge from 



* The poet teaches us the opinions that prevailed in his time 
concerning the state of separate souls. From Connal's expres- 
sion, " That the stars dim-twinkled through the form of Cru- 
gal/' and Cuthullin's reply^, we may gather that they both 
thought the soul was material ; something like the «:J«xoy of the 
ancient Greeks. 
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Crugal. But small is his knowledge^ Connal ; he 
was here to-day. He could not have gone beyond 
our hills ! who could tell him there of our ^11 ?" 
*' Ghosts fly on clouds, and ride on winds/' said Con- 
nal's voice of wisdom. '* They rest together in their 
caves, and talk of mortal men.*' 

" Then let them talk of mortal men ; of every man 
but Erin's chief. Let me be forgot in their cave. I 
will not fly from Swaran ! If fall 1 must, my tomb 
shall rise, amidst the fame of future times. The hun- 
ter shall shed a tear on my stone -, sorrow shall dwell 
round the high-bosomed firagela. I fear not death, 
to fly I fear ! Fingal has seen me victorious ! Thou 
dim phantom of the hill, shew thyself to me ! come 
on thy beam of heaven, shew me my death in thine 
hand ; yet I will not fly, thou feeble son of the wind! 
Go, son of Colgar, strike the shield. It hangs be- 
tween the spears. Let my warriors rise to the sound, 
in the midst of the battles of £rin. Though Fmgal 
delays his coming with the race of his stormy isles 3 
we shall fight, O Colgar's son, and die in the battle 
of heroes !" * 

The sound spreads wide. The heroes rise, like 
the breaking of a blue-rolling wave. They stood 
on the heath, like oaks with all their branches 
round them -, when they echo to the stream of 
frost, and their withered leaves are rustling ^to 
the wind ! High Cromla's head of clouds is grey, 
Mombg trembles on the half-enlightened ocean. 
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The blue mist swims slowly by, and hides the sons of 
Inis-fail ! 

'^ Rise ye," said the king of the dark-browix 
shields, " ye that came from Lochlin's waves. The 
sons of Erin have fled from our arms ; pursue them 
over the plains of Lena ! Morla^ go to Cormac's hall. 
Bid them yield to Swaran ; before his people sink to 
the tomb 5 and silence spread over his isle.*' They 
rose rustling like a flock of sea-fowl, when the waves 
expel them from the shore. Their sound was like a 
thousand streams that meet in Cona's vale, when^ 
after a stormy night, they turn their dark edcHes, be- 
neath the pale light of the mom . 

As the dark shades of autumn fly over hills of grass : 
so gloomy, dark, successive came the chie& of Loch- 
lin's echoing woods. Tall as the stag of Morven, 
moved stately before tliem the king. His shining 
shield is on his side, like a flame on the heath at night. 
When the world is silent and dark, and the traveller 
sees some ghost sporting in the beam ! Dimly gleam 
the hills around, and shew indistinctly their oaks! 
A blast from the troubled ocean removed the settled 
mist. The sons of Erin appear, like a ridge of rocks 
on the coast) when mariners, on shores unknown, 
are trembling at veering winds ! 

" Go, Morla, go," said the king of Lochlin, " offer 
peace to these ! Offer the terms we give to kings, 
when nations bow down to our swords. When the 
valiant are dead in war ; when virgins weep on the 
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field I Tall Morla came, the son of Swarthy and 
stately strode the youth along! He spoke to Erin's 
blue-eyed chief, among the lesser heroes. '* Take 
Swaran*8 peace/' the warrior spoke, *' the peace he 
gives to kings, when nations bow to his sword. Leave 
£rin*s streamy plains to us, and give thy spouse and 
dog. Thy spouse high-bosom'd, heaving fair ! Thy 
dog that overtakes the wind ! Give these to prove 
the weakness of thine arm -, live then beneath our 
power!" 

" Tell Swaran, tell that heart of pride, CuthuUin 
never yields. I give him the dark rolUng sea 3 I 
give his people graves in Erin. But never shall a 
stranger have the pleasing sun-beam of my love. No 
deer shall fly* on Lochlin's hills, before swift-footed 
Luath." *' Vain ruler of the car," said Morla, " wilt 
thou then fight the king ? The king whose ships of 
many groves could carry off thine isle ? So little is 
thy green-hilled Erin to him who rules the stormy 
waves !" 'Mn words I yield to many, Morla. My 
sword shall yield to none. Erin shall own the sway of 
Cormac, while Connal and CuthuUin live ! O Connal, 
first of mighty men, thou bear's t the words of Morla. 
Shall thy tlioughts then be of peace, thou breaker of 
the shields ? Spirit of fallen Crugal ! why didst thou 
threaten us with. death ? The narrow house shall re- 
ceive me, in the midst of the light of renown. Exalt, 
ye sons of Erin, exalt the spear and bend tlie bow : rush 
on the foe in darkness, as the spirits of stormy nights I" 
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Then dismal^ roaring, fierce, and deep the gloom 
of battle poured along ; as mist that is rolled on a 
valley, when storms invade the silent sun- shine of 
heaven! Cuthullin moves before in arms, like an 
angry ghost before a cloiid ; when meteors inclose 
him with iirej when the dark winds are in his hand. 
Carril, far on the heath, bids the horn of battle sound. 
He raises the voice of song, and pours his soul into 
the minds of the brave. 

'' Where," said the mouth of the song, " where 
is the fallen Crugal ? He lies forgot on earth 5 the 
hall of shells * is silent. Sad is the spouse of Crugal ! 
She is a stranger f in the hall of her grief. But who 
is she, that, like a sun-beam, flies before the ranks 
of the foe? It is Degrena,t lovely fair, the spouse 
of fallen Crugal. Her hair is on the wind behind. 
Her eye is red 3 her voice is shrill. Pale, empty is 
thy Crugal now ! His form is in the cave of the hill. 
He comes to the ear of rest 5 he raises his feeble 
voice ; like the humming of the mountain bee; like 
the collected flies of the eve ! But Degrena falls like 
a cloud of the morn 5 the sword of Lochlin is in her 
side. Cairbar, she is fallen, the rising thought of thy 

• The ancient Scots, as well as the present Ilij^hlanders, 
drunk in shells ; hence it is that we so often meet, in the old 
poetry, with tht chief of shells, and the halls of shells. 

f Crugal had married Degrena but a little time before the 
battle, consequently she may with propriety be called a stranger 
in the hall of her grief. 

X Deo-grena signifies a svn-beam» 
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youth. She is fallen^ O Cairbar, the thought of thy 
youthful hours !" 

Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful sound. He 
rushed along like ocean* s whale. He saw the death 
of his daughter : He roared in the midst of thousands. 
His spear met a son of Lochlin ! battle spreads from 
wing to wing! As a hundred winds in Lochlin*s 
groves 5 as fire in the pines of a hundred hills ; so 
loud^ so ruinous^ so vast the ranks of men are hewn 
down. CuthuUin cut off heroes like thistle ; Swaran 
wasted Erin. Curach fell by his hand, Cairbar of thie 
bossy shield ! Morglan lies in lasting rest ! Ca-olt 
trembles as he dies ! His white breast is stained widi 
blood ; his yellow hair stretched in the dust of his na- 
tive land ! He often had spread the feast where he 
fell. He often there had raised the voice of the harp : 
when his dogs leapt around for joy 5 and the youths 
of the chace prepared the bow ! 

Still Swaran advanced^ as a stream^ that bursts 
from the desert. The litde hills are rolled in its 
course 5 the rocks are half-sunk by its side ! But 
CuthuUin stood before him, like a hill^ that catches 
the clouds of heaven . The winds contend on its head 
of pines ; the hail rattles on its rocks. But, firm in 
its strength, it stands, and shades the silent vale of 
Cona ! So CuthuUin shaded the sons of Erin, and stood 
in the midst of thousands. Blood rises like the fount 
of a rock, from panting heroes around. But Erin 
falls on either wing, like snow in the day of the sun. 
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'* O sons of Erin," said Grumal. " Lochlin con- 
quers on the field. Why strive we as reeds against 
the wind ? Fly to the hill of dark-brown hinds." He 
fled like tlie stag of Morven -, his spear is a trembling 
beam of light behind him. Few fled with Grumal, 
chief of the little soul : they fell in the battle of heroes . 
on Lena's echoing heath. High on his car, of many 
gems, the chief of Erin stood. He slew a mighty 
son of Lochlin, and spoke, in haste, to Connal. '^ O 
Connal, first of mortal men, thou hast taught this 
ann of death! Though Erin's sons have fled, shall 
we not fight the foe ? Carril, son of other times, 
cany my friends to that bushy hill. Here, Coimal, 
let us stand, like rocks, and save our flying friends." 

Connal mounts the car of gems. They stretch their 
shields, like the darkened moon, the daughter of the 
starry skies, when she moves, a dun circle, thro' 
heaven ; and dreadful change is expected by men. 
Sidifadda panted up the hill, and Sronnal haughty 
?teed. Like waves behind a whale behind them rush- 
ed the foe. Now on the rising side of Crorala stood 
Erin's few sad sons -, like a grove thro' which the 
flame had rushed, hurried on by the winds of the 
stormy nighty distant, withered, dark they stand, 
with not a leaf to shake in the gale. 

Cuthullin stood beside an oak. He rolled his red 
eye in silence, and heard the wind in his bushy hair; 
the scout of Ocean came, Moran the son of Fithil. 
" The ships," he cried, ^' the ships of the lonely isles. 

VOL. II. G 
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Fingal comes the first of men, the breaker of the 
shields ! The waves foam before his black prows ! 
His masts with sails are like groves in clouds?" 
" Blow," said Cuthullin, '' blow ye winds that rush 
along my isle of mist. Come to the death of thou- 
sands, O king of resounding Selma ! Thy sails, my 
friend, are to me the clouds of the morning ; thy 
ships the light of heaven *, and thou thyself a pillar of 
fire that beams on the world by night. O Connal, 
first of men, how pleasing, in grief> are our friends ! 
But the night is gathering around ! Where now are 
the ships of Fingal ? Here let us pass the hours of 
darkness > herfe wish for the moon of heaven." 

The winds come down on the woods. The tor- 
rents rush from the rocks. Rain gathers round the 
head of Cromla. The red stars tremble between 
the flying clouds. Sad, by the side of a stream 
whose sound is echoed by a tree, sad by the side of a 
stream the chief of Erin sits. Connal son of Colgar 
is there, and Carril of other times. *' Unhappy is 
the hand of Cuthullin," said the son of Semo, *' un- 
happy is the hand of Cuthullin, since he slew his 
friend ! Ferda, son of Damman, I loved thee as my* 
j^elfl" 

" How, Cuthullin, son of Semo ! how fell the 
breaker of the shields ? Well I remember," said Con- 
nal, " the son of the noble Damman. Tall and feir 
he was like the rain-bow of heaven." Ferda fh)m 
Albion came, the chief of a hundred hills. In 
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Muri's* hall he learned the sword, and won the 
friendship of Cuthullin. We moved to the chace to- 
gether: one was our bed in the heath ! 

Deugala was the spouse of Cairbar, chief of the 
plaiils of Ullin. She was covered with the light of 
beauty, but her heart was the house of pride. She 
loved that sun-beam of youth, the son of noble Dam- 
man. *' Cairbar," said the white-armed Deugala, 
'' give me half of the herd. No more I will remain 
in your halls. Divide the herd, dark Cairbar !" '^ Let 
Cuthullin," said Cairbar, " divide my herd on the 
hill. His breast is the seat of justice. Depart, thou 
light of beauty !" I went and divided the herd. One 
snow-white bull remained. I gave that bull to Cair- 
bar. The wratli of Deugala rose ! 

'' Son of Damman," begun the fair, " Cuthullin 
hath pained my soul. I must hear of his death, or 
Lnbar's stream shall roil over me. My pale ghost 
^all wander near thee, and mourn the wound of my 
pride. Pour out the blood of Cuthullin or pierce this 
heaving breast." *^ Deugala," said the fair-haired 
youth, *' how shall I slay the son of Semo ? He is 
the friend of my secret thoughts. Shall I then lift 
the sword ?" She wept three days before the chief, 
on the fourth he said he would fight. '^ I will fight 
my friend, Deugala ! but may I fall by his sword ! 
Could I wander on the hill alone ? Could I behold 
the grave of Cuthullin ?" We fought on the plain of 
* A place in- Uktcr. 
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Mari. Our swords avoid a wound. They slide od 
the helmets of stee) 5 or sound on the slippery shields, 
Deugala was near with a smile^ and said to the son 
of Damman : *' Thine arm is feeble, sun-beam of 
youth ! Thy years arc not strong for steel. Yield to 
the son of Serao. He is a rock on Malmor." 

" The tear is in the eye of youth. He faultering 
said to me: *' CuthuUin, raise thy bossy shield. De- 
fend thee from the hand of thy friend. My soul is 
laden with grief: for I must slay the chief of men !*' 
I sighed as the wind in the cleft of a rock. I lifted 
high the edge of my steel. The sun-beam of battle 
fell : the first of Cuthullin*s friends ! Unhappy is the 
hand of CuthuUin since the hero fell ! 

" Mournful is thy talc, son of the car," said Carril 
of other times. *^ It sends my soul back to the ages 
of old, to the days of other years. Often have I heard 
of Comal, who slew the friend he loved; yet victory 
attended his steel : the battle was consiuned in his 
presence ! 

Comal was a son of Albion ; the chief of an hun* 
dred hills ! His deer drunk of a thousand streams. 
A thousand rocks replied to the voice of his dogs. 
His face was the mildness of youth. His hand the 
death of heroes. One was his love, and fair was she ! 
the daughter of mighty Conloch. She appeared like 
a sun-beam among women. Her hair was the wing 
of the raven. » Her dogs were taught to the chace. 
Her bow-string sounded on the winds. Her soul 
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was fixed on Ck)inal. Often met their eyes of lovc> 
Their course in the chace was one. Happy were 
their words in secret. But Grumal loved the maid, 
the dark chief of the gloomy Ardven, He watched 
her lone steps in the heath j the foe of unhappy 
Comal ! 

One day, tired of the chace, when the mist had 
concealed their friends, Comal and the daughter of 
Conlocb met, in the cave of Ronan. It was the 
wonted haunt of Comal. Its sides were hung with 
his arms. A hundred shields of thongs were there ; 
a hundred helms of sounding steel. '* Rest here," 
lie said, '^ my love Galbina : thou light of the cave of 
Ronan ! A deer appears on Mora's brow. I go ; but 
I will soon return." *' 1 fear," she said, " dark 
Grumal my fbe: he haunts the cave of Ronan ! I will 
rest among the anns ; but soon return, my love." 

He went to the deer of Mora. The daughter of 
Conloch would try his love. She cloathed her fair 
sides with his armour ; she strode from the cave of 
Ronan ! He thought it was his foe. His heart beat 
high. His colour changed, and darkness dimmed 
his eyes. He drew the bow. The arrow flew. Galbina 
fell in blood ! He run with wildness in his steps : he 
called the daughter of Conloch. No answer in the 
lonely rock. Where art thou, O my love ? He saw, 
at length, her heaving heart, beating around the 
arrow he threw. *' O Conloch's daughter, is it thou ? 
He sunk upon her breast ! The hunters found the 
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hapless pair; he afterwards walked. the hill. But 
maoy and silent were his steps roond the dark dwell- 
ing of his love. The fleet of the ocean came. He 
fought, the strangers fled. He searched for death 
along the Add. But who could slay the mighty 
Comal ! He threw away his dark>brown shield. An 
arrow found his manly breast. He sleeps with his 
loved Galbina at the noise of the sounding surge ! 
Their green tombs are seen by the mariner^ when he 
bounds on the waves of the north. 
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Cuthallin, pleased with the story of Cairit, insists with that 
bard for more of his songs. He relates the actions of Fingal 
in Lochlin, and death of Agandecca the beautiful sister of 
Swaran. He had scarce finished when Calmar the son of 
Matha, who had advised the first battle, came wounded from 
the field, and told them of Swaran's design to surprise the 
remains of the Irish army. He himself proposes to withstand 
singly the whole force of the enemy, m a narrow pass, tiH 
the Irish should make good their retreat. CuthuUin, touched 
with the gallant proposal of Calmar, resolves to accompany 
hin\, and orders Carril to carry off the few that remained of 
the Irish. Morning comes, Calmar dies of his wounds ; 
and, the ships of the Caledonians appearing, Swaran gives 
-over the pursuit of the Irish, and returns to oppose Fingal's 
landing. Cuthutlin ashamed, after his defeat, to appear be- 
fore Fingal, retires to the cave of Tura. f ingal engages the 
enemy, puts them to flight ; but the coming on of night 
makes the victory not decisive. The king, who had ob- 
served the gallant behaviour of his grandson Oscar, gives 
him advkes concerning his conduct in peace and war. He 
Kcommends to him to place the example of his fathers be- 
fore his eyes, as the best model for his conduct ; which in- 
troduces the episode concerning Fainasollis, the daughter of 
the king of Craca, whom Fingal had taken under his protec- 
tion, in his youth. Fillaa and Oscar are dispatched to ob- 
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senre the motions of the enemy by night ; Gani the son* of 
Morni desires the command of the army, in the next battle j 
which Fingal promises to give him. Some general reflec- 
tions of the poer closd the third day* 



" Pleasant are the words of the song," said Cu- 
thujlin 1 *• lovely the tales of other tiroes ! They are, 
like the calm dew of the morning on the hill of roes j 
when the sun is faint on its side, and the lake is set- 
tled and blue in the vale.. O Carril^ raise again thy 
voice ! let me hear the song of Selma : which was 
sung in my halls of joj, when Fingal king of shields 
was there, and glowed at the deeds of his fathers." 

" Fmgal ! thou dweller of battle," said Carril, 
*' early were thy deeds in arms. Lochlin was con- 
simied in thy wrath, when thy youth strove with 
the beauty of maids. They smiled at the fair-bloom- 
ing face of the hero j but death was in his hands. He 
was strong as the waters of Lora. His followers were 
the roar of a thousand streams. Tliey took the king 
of Loclilin in war 5 they restored him to his ships. 
His big heart swelled with pride 5 the death of the 
youth was dark in his soul. For none ever, but 
Fingal, had overcome the strength of the mighty 

* The second night, since the opening of the poem, con- 
tinues ; and CuthuUiu, Connal, and Carril still sit in the place 
described in the preceding book. The story of Agandecca is 
introduced here with propriety, as great use is made of it in the 
course of the poem, and as it, m some measure, brings about 
the catastrophe. 
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Stamb.* He sat in the hail of his shells in Locblin's 
woody land. He called the grey-haired Snivan, that 
often sung round the circle f of Loda : when the 
stone of power heard his voice^ and battle turned in 
the field of the valiant ! " 

"Go 5 grey-haired Snivan/* S tamo said, *'goto 
Ardven's sea-surrounded rocks. Tell to the king Of 
^Ima 5 he the fairest among his thousands, tell him 
I give him my daughter, the loveliest maid that ever 
heaved a breast of snow. Her arms are white as the 
foam of my waves. Her soul is generous and mild. 
Let him come with his bravest heroes, to the daugh- 
ter of the secret hall!" Snivan came to Sclma's hall : 
Fair-haired Fingal attended his steps. His kindled 
soul flew to tlie maid, as he bounded on the waves of 
the north. " Welcome," said the dark-brown Stamo; 
" welcome, king of rocky Morven : welcome his he- 
roes of might, sons of the distant isle ! Three days 
within my halls shall ye feast ; three days pursue my 
boars 5 that your fame may reach the maid who dwells 
in the secret hall." 

Stamo designed their death. He gave the feast of 
shells. Fingal, who doubted the foe, kept on hi^ 
arms of steel. The sons of death were afraid : They 

* Stamo was the father of Swaran as well as Agandecca. 
His fierce and cruel character is well-marked in other poems 
concerning the times. 

f This passage most certainly alludes to the religion of Loch- 
lin, and the stone of power here mentioned is the image, one of 
the deities of Scandinavia. 
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Hed from the eyes of the king. The voice of sprighd;^ 
mirth arose. The trembling harps of joy were strong; 
Bards sung the battle of heroes: They sung the heav-* 
ing breast of love. Ullin, Fingal's bard, was there ? 
the sweet voice of resounding Cona, He praised the 
daughter of Lochlin j and Morven's* high-descended 
chief. The daughter of Lochlin over-heard. She 
left the hall of her secret sigh ! She came in all her 
beauty, like the moon from the cloud of the east. 
Loveliness was around her as light. Her steps were 
the music of songs. She saw the youth and loved 
him. He was the stolen sigh of her soul. Her blue 
eye rolled on him in secret : she blest the chief of re- 
sounding MoiTen. 

The third day with all its beams, shone bri^t oh 
the wood of boars. Forth moved the dark-browed 
Stamo ', and Fingal, king of shields. Half the day 
they spent in the chace 5 the spear of Selraa was red 
m blood. It was then the daughter of Stamo, widi 
blue eyes rolling in tears 5 it was then she came with 
her voice of love, and spoke to the king of Morvai. 
'* Fingal, high-descended chief, trust not Starno's 
heart of pride. Within that wood he has placed his 
chiefs. Beware of the wood of death. But, re- 
member, son of the isle, remember Agandecca : 
save me from the wrath of my father, king of the 
windy Morven !" 

* All the north-west coast of Scotland probably went of old 
lander the name of Morven, which signifies a ridge of very high 
iiills. 
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The yoath, with unconcern^ went on ; his heroes 
by his side. The sons of death fell by his hand 3 and 
Gormal echoed around ! Before the haUs of Stamo 
the sons of the chace convened. The king's dark brows 
were like clouds. His eyes like meteors of night. 
" Bring hither," he said, *' Agandecca to her lovely 
king of Morven ! His hand is stained with the blood 
of my people; her words have not been in vain !" 
She came with the red eye of tears. She came witk 
loosely flowing locks. Her white breast heaved with 
broken sighs, like the foam of the streamy Lubar, 
Stamo pierced her side with steel. She fell, like a 
wreath of snow, which slides from the rocks of Ronan ; 
when the woods are still, and echo deepens in the vale ! 
Then Fmgal eyed his valiant chiefs, his valiant chiefs 
took arms. The gloom of battle roared; Lochlin 
fled or died. Pale, in his bounding ship he closed 
die maid of the softest soul. Her tomb ascends 
on Ardven 3 the sea roars round her narrow dwell- 
ing. 

" Blessed be her soul,*' said Cuthullin ; *' blessed 
be the mouth of the song ! Strong was the youth of 
Fingal ; strong is his arm of age. Lochlin shall fall 
again before the king of echoing Morven. Shew thy 
fece fipm a cloud, O moon ! light his white sails on 
the wave : and if* any strong spirit * of heaven sits 

* This is the only passage in the poem that has the appear- 
ance of religion. But CuthuUin'sapostrophe to this spirit is 
accompanied with a doubt, so that it is not easy to determine 
whether the hero meant a superior being, or the ghosts of d»* 
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on that low-hung cloud -, turn his dark ships from 
the rock> thou rider of the storm 1'* 

Such were the words of Cuthullin at the sound of 
the mountain-stream -, when Cahnar ascended the hill, 
the wounded son of Matha. From the field he came 
in his blood. He leaned on his bending spear. Feeble 
is the arm of battle ! but strong the soul of the hero ! 
" Welcome ! O son of Matha/* said Connal, '* wel- 
come art thou to thy friends ! Why bursts that broken 
sigh, from the breast of him who never feared before ? 
And never, Connal, will he fear chief of the pointed 
steel 1 My soul brightens in danger : in the noise of 
arms. I am of the race of battle. My fathers never 
feared.'* 

" Cormar was the first of my race. He sported 
thro' the storms of waves. His black skiff bounded 
on ocean ^ he travelled on the wings of the wind. 
A spirit once embroiled the night. Seas swell, and 
rocks resound. Winds drive along the clouds. The 
lightning fiies on wings of fire. He feared, and came 
to land : then blushed that he feared at all. He rush- 
ed again'among the waves to find the son of the wind. 
Three youths guide the bounding bark j he stood with 
sword unsheathed. When the low-hung vapour 
passed, he took it by the curling head. He searched 
its dark womb with his steel. The sun of the win4 



ceased warriors, who were sup|iosed in those times to rule the 
storms, and to transport themselves in a gust of wind from one 
country to another. 
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forsook the air. The moon and stars returned ! Such 
was the boldness of my race. Cahnar is like his fe- 
thers. Danger flies from the lifted sword. They best 
succeed who dare ! 

'* But now, ye sons of green Erin, retire from 
Lena's bloody heath. Collect the sad remnant of our 
£iends^ and join the sword of Fmgal. I heard ihc 
90und of Lochlin's advancing arms ! Calmar will re- 
main and fight. My voice shall be such, my friends, 
as if thousands were behind me. But, son of Semo, 
remember me. Remember Calmar's lifeless corse: 
When Fingal shall have wasted the field, place me 
by some stone of remembrance, that future times 
may hear my fame j that the mother of Calmar may 
rejoice in my renown." 

*' No : son of Matha," said Cuthullin, '' I will 
never leave thee here. My joy is in unequal fight : 
my soul increases in danger. Connal, and Carril of 
other times, carry off the sad sons of Erin. When 
the battle is over, search for us in this narrow way. 
For near this oak we shall fall, in the stream of the 
battle of thousands !" *• O Fithil's son, with flying 
speed rush over the heath of Lena. Tell to Vmgal 
that Erin is fallen. Bid the king of Morven come. 
O let him come, like the sun in a storm, to lighten, 
to restore the isle!" 

Morning is grey on Cromla. The sons of the sea 
ascend. Calmar stood forth to meet them in the pride 
of his kindling 9pul. But pale was the face of the 
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chief. He leaned od his father's spear. That spear 
which he brought from Lara, when the soul of his 
mother was sad 5 the soul of the lonely Alcletha^ 
waining in the sorrow of years. But slowly now the 
hero falls, like a tree on the }dain. Dark Cuthullin 
stands alone like a rock in a sandy vale. The sea 
comes with its waves, and roars on its hardened sides. 
Its head is covered with foam -, the hills are echoing 
around. 

Now from the grey mist of the ocean, the white- 
sailed ships of Fingal appear. High is the grove of 
their masts, as they nod, by turns, on the rolfitig 
wave. Swaran saw them from tbe hill. He returned 
from the sons of Erin. As ebbs the resounding sea> 
through the hundred isles of Inistore; so loud, so 
vast, so immense returned the sons of Lochlin against 
the king. But bending, weeping, sad, and slow, 
and dragging his long spear behind, Cuthullin sunk 
in Cromla*s wood, and mourned his fallen friends. 
He feared the face of Fingal, who was wont to greet 
him from the fields of renown ! 

" How many lie there of my heroes ! the chie& 
of Erin's race ! they that were cheerful in the hall, 
when the sound of the shells arose I No more shall 
J find their steps in the heath. No more shall I hear 
tlieir voice in the chace. Pale, silent, low on bloody 
beds, are they who were my friends ! O spirits of the 
lately dead, meet Cuthullin on his heath ! Speak to 
&im on the wind, when the rustling tree of Tura's 
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eave resounds. There^' far remote^ I shall lie un« 
)jiown. No bard shall hear of me. No grey stone 
shall rise to my renown. Mourn me with the dead^ 
O Bragela ! departed is my iame." Such were the 
words of Cuthullin, when he sunk in the woods of 
Cromla ! 

Pingal^ tall in his ship^ stretched his bright lance 
before him. Terrible was the gleam of the steel : it 
was like the green meteor of deaths setting in the 
heath of Malmor^ when the traveller is alone^ and 
the broad moon is darkened in heaven. 

'' The battle is past/' said the king. '' I behold 
the blood of my friends* Sad is the heath of Lena ! 
mournful the oaks of Cromla ! The hunters have 
&llen in their strength : the son of Semo is no more. 
Ryno and Fillan^ my sons^ sounii the horn of Fingal. 
Ascend that hill on the shores call the children of the 
foe* Call them from the grave of Lamdarg, the chief 
of other times. Be your voice like that of your father, 
when he enters th^ battles of his strength. I wait 
for the mighty stranger. I wait on Lena's shore for 
Swaran. Let him come with all his race ; strong ii^ 
battle are the friends of the dead V* 

Fair Ryno as lightning gleamed along: Dark J311- 
lan rushed like the shade of autumn. On Lena's 
heath their voice is heard. The sons of Ocean heard 
the horn of Flngal. As the roaring eddy of ocean 
returning from the kingdom of snows ; so strong, so 
dark> so sudden came doy^^n the sons of Lochlin. The 
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king in their froat appears, in the dismal pride of his 
arms ! Wrath bums on his dark-brown face : his 
eyes roll in the fire of his valour. Fingal beheld the 
son of Stamo: he remembered Agandecca. For 
Swaran with the tears of youth had mourned his 
white-bosomed sister. He sent Ullin of songs to bid 
him to the feast of shells : for pleasant on Fingal*s 
soul returned the memory of the first of his loves ! 

Ullin came with aged steps, and spoke tjo Stamo*s 
son. ** O thou that dwellest afar, surrounded, like 
a rock, with thy waves ! come to the feast of the 
king, and pass the day in rest. To-morrow let us 
fight, O SwaraUy and break the echoing shields." 
" To-day,*' said Stamo's wrathful son, " we break 
the echoing shields: to-morrow my feast shall be 
spread ; but Fingal shall lie on earth." f To-mor- 
row let his feast be spread," said Fmgal with a smile. 
*' To-day, O my sons I we shall break the echoing 
shields. Ossian, stand thou near my arm. Gaul, 
lift thy terrible sword. Fergus, bend thy crooked 
yew. Throw, Flllan> thy lance through heaven. Lift 
your shields, like the darkened moon. Be your spears 
the meteors of death. Follow me in the path of my 
feme. Equal my deeds in battle." 

As a hundred winds on Morven ; as the streams of 
a hundred hills -, as clouds fiy successive over heaven 5 
as the dark ocean assails the shore of the desert : so 
roaring, so vast, so terrible the armies mixed on 
Lena's echoing heath. The groan of the people spread 
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over the hills : it was like the thunder of night, when 
the cloud bursts on Cona^ and a thousand ghosts shriek 
at once on the hollow wind. Fingal rushed on in his 
strength, terrible as the spirit of Trenmor; when, in 
a whirlwind, he comes toMorven, to see the children 
of his pride. The oaks resound on their mountains, 
and the rocks fall down before him. Dimly seen, as 
lightens the night, he strides largely from hill to hill. 
Bloody was the hand of my father, when he whirled 
the gleam of his sword . He remembers the battles of 
his youth. The field is wasted in his course ! . 

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire. Dark is tlie brow 
of Gaul. Fergus rushed fon^^ard with feet of wind. 
Fillan like the mist of the hill. Ossian, like a rock, 
came down. I exulted in the strength of tlie king. 
Many were the deaths of my arm ! dismal the gleam 
of my sword ! My locks were not then so grey ; nor 
trembled my hands with age. My eyes were not 
dosed in darkness ; my feet failed not in the race ! 

Who can relate the deaths of the people ? Who the 
deeds of mighty heroes? when Fingal, burning in 
his wrath, consumed the sons of Lochlin ? groans 
swelled on groans from hill to hill, till night had 
covered all. Pale, staring like a herd of deer, the 
sons of Lochlin convene on Lena. We sat and heard 
die sprightly haip, at Lubar's gentle stream. Fingal 
himself was next to the foe. He listened to the tales 
' of his bards. His godlike race were in the song, the 
chiefs of othei; times , Attentive, leaning on his shield, 

VOL. ir. H 
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the king of Morven sat. The wind whistled thro' hi» 
locks j his thoughts are of the days of other years. 
Near him on his bending spear^ my young, my valiant 
Oscar stood. He admired the king of Morven : his 
deeds were swelling in his soul ! 

«' Son of my son/' begun the king, *' O Oscar, 
pride of youth ! I saw the shining g£ thy sword. I 
gloried in my race. Pursue the fame of our fathers -, 
be thou what they have been, when Trenraor lived, 
the first of men, and Trathal the fatlier of heroes ! 
They fought the battle in their youth. They are the 
song of bards. O Oscar ! bend the strong in arm : but 
spare the feeble hand. Be thou a stream of many tides 
agwnst the foes of thy people 5 but like the gale that 
moves the grass, to those who ask thine aid. So Tren- 
mor lived ; such Trathal was ; and such has Fingal 
been. My arm was the support of the injured j the 
weak rested behind the lightning of nay steel. 

*' Oscar ! I was young like thee, when lovely Fai- 
nasollis came : that sun-beam ! that mild light of love f 
the daughter of * Craca's king ! I then returned from 
Cona*s heath, and few were in my train. A white- 
sailed boat appeared far off j we saw it like a mist, 
that rode on ocean's wind. It soon approached. We 
saw the fair. Her white breast heaved with sighs. 
The wind was in her loose dark hair : her rosy cheek 

•What the Craca here mentioned was, is not, at this distance 
of time, easy to determine. The most probable opinion is, thiit 
it was one of the Shetland isles. There is a story concerning a 
daughter of the king of Craca in the sixth book. 
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had tears. Daughter of beautjr," calm I said^ '^ what 
sigh is in thy breast }• Cap I^ young as I am, defend 
thee^ daughter of the sea ^ My sword is not unmatch* 
e4 in war^ l)ut dai^ntless is my heart." 

*' To thee I fly," with sighs she said, " O prince 
of mighty men ! To thee 1 fly, chief of thp generous 
shells, supporter of the fed>le hand I The king of 
Cuaca's echoing isle owned me the sun-beam of his 
race. Crom^la's hills have heard the sighs of bve for 
unhappy Fainasollis 1 Sora's chief beheld me fair -, he 
loved the daughter of Craca. His sword is a beam 
of light upon the warrior*s side. But dark is his 
hrow } and tempests are in his soul. 1 shun him, on 
the roaring siea j but Sora's chief pursues.'* 

"Best thou,*' I said, " behind my shield 5 rest in 
peace, thou beam of light ! The gloomy chief of Sora 
will fly, if Fingars arm is like his soul. In some lone 
cave I might conceal thee, daughter of the sea i But 
Fmgal never flies. Where the danger threatens, I 
rejoice in the storm of spears." I saw the tears upon 
her cheek. I pitied Craca's fair. Now, like a dreadful 
wave afar, appeared the ship of stormy Borbar. His 
masts high-bended over the sea behind their sheets o£ 
snow. White roll the waters on either side. The 
strength of ocean sounds. " Come thou," I said, '' from 
the roar of ocean, thou rider of the storm ! Partake the 
feast within my hajl- It is the house of sl^rangers." 

The maid stood trembling by my side. He drew 
the bow. She fell. " Unerring is tliy hand," I said| 
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•' but feeble was the foe !" We fought, nor weak 
the strife of death ! He sunk beneath my sword. We 
laid them in two tombs of stone ; the hapless lovers 
of youth ! Such have I been in my youth, O Oscar \ 
be thou like the age of Fingal. Never search thou 
for battle 3 nor shun it when it comes. 

" Fillan and Oscar of the dark-brown hair ! ye, 
that are swift in the race ! fly over the heath in my 
presence. View the sons of Lochlin. Far off I hear 
the noise of their feet, like distant sounds in woods. 
Go : that they may not fly from my sword, along the 
waves of the north. For many chiefs of Erin's race 
lie here on the dark bed of death. The children of 
war are low ; the sons of echoing Cromla.*' 

The heroes flew like two dark clouds : two dark 
clouds that are the chariots of ghosts 5 whenair^s dark 
children come forth to frighten hapless men. It was 
then that Gaul,* the son of Morai, stood like a rock 
in night. His spear is glittering to the stars 3 his 
voice like many streams. 

" Son of batUe," cried the chief, "OFmgal, king 
of shells ! let the bards of many songs sooth Erin's 
friends to rest. Fingal, sheath thou thy sword of death ; 

* Gaul, the son of Morni, was chief of a tribe thai disputed 
long the pre-eminence with Fingal himself. They were re- 
duced at last to obedience, and Gaul, from an enemy, turned 
Fingal's best friend and greatest hero. His character is some- 
thing like that of Ajax in the Iliad ; a hero of more strength 
than conduct in battle. He was very fond of military fame, 
and here he demands the next battle to himself. The poet, by 
an artifice, removes Pineal, that his return may be the more 
magnificent. 
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and let thy people fight. We wither away without our 
fame -, our king is the only breaker of shields ! When 
morning rises on our hills, behold, at a distance, our 
deeds. Let Lochlin feel the sword of Morni's son ; 
that bards may sing of me. Such was the custom 
heretofore of Fingal's noble race. Such was thine 
own, thou king of swords, in battles of the spear." 

" O son of Morni," Fingal replied, '^ I glory in 
thy fame. Fight ; but my spear shall be near, to aid 
thee in the midst of danger. Haise, raise the voice, 
ye sons of song ! and lull me into rest. Here will 
Fingal lie, amidst the wind of night. And if thou, 
Agandecca, art near, among the children of thy land; 
if thou sittest on a blast of wind, among the high- 
shrowded masts of Lochlin ; come to my dreams,* 
my fair one. Shew thy bright face to my soul." 

Many a voice and many a harp, in tuneful sounds 
arose. Of Fmgal's noble deeds they sung ; of Fingal's 
noble race : And sometimes, on the lovely sound, 
was heard the name of Ossian. I often fought, and 
often won, in battles of the spear. But blind, and 
tearful, and forlorn I walk with little men ! O Fingal, 
with thy race of war 1 now behold thee not ! The 
wild roes feed on the green tomb of the mighty king 
of Morven ! Blest be thy soul, thou king of swords, 
thou most renowned on the hills of Cona ! 

• The poet prepares us for the dream of Fingal in the next 
book. 
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IN SIX BOOKS. 

ARGUMENT TO BOOK IV. 

The action of the poem being suspended by night, Ossian takes 
that opportunity to relate his own actions at the lake of Lego, 
and his courtship of Evirallin, who was the mother of Oscar, 
and had died some time before the expedition of Fingal into 
Ireland. Her ghost appears to him, and tells him that Oscar, 
who had been sent, the beginning of the night, to observe 
the enemy, was engaged with an advanced party, and almost 
overpowered. Ossian relieves his son ; and an alarm is given 
to Fmgal of the approach of Swaran. The king rises, calls 
his army together, and, as he had promised the preceding 
night, devolves the command on Gaul the son of Morni, 
while he himself, after charging his sons to behave gallantly 
and defend his people, retires to a hill, from whence he could 
have a view of the battle. The battle joins ; the poet relates 
Oscar's great actions. But when Oscar, in conjunction with 
his father, conquered in one wing, Gaul, who was attacked 
by Swdran in person, was un the point of retreating in the 
other. Fingal sends Ullin his bard to encourage him with a 
war song, but notwithstanding Swaran prevails ; and Gaul 
and his array are obliged to give way. Fingal, descending 
from the hill, rallies them again : Swaran desists from the 
pursuit, possesses himself of a rising ground, restores the 
ranks, and waits the approach of Fingal. The king, having 
encouraged his men, gives the necessary orders, and renews 
the battle. CuthuUin, who, with his friend Connal, and 
Carril his bard, had retired to the cave of Tura, hearing the 
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noise, came to the brow of the hill, which overlooked fhc 
field of battle, wheie he saw Fingal engaged with the enemy. 
He, being hindered by Connal from joining Fingal, who 
was himself upon the point of obtaining a complete victory, 
sends Carril to congratulate that hero on his success. 
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Who comes with her songs from the hill, like the 
bow of the showery Lena ? It is the maid of the voice 
of love I The wliite-armed daughter of Toscar! Often 
hast thou heard ray song ; often given the tear of 
beauty. Dost thou come to the wars of thy people ? 
to hear the actions of Oscar ? When shall I cease to 
mourn, by the streams of resounding Cona? My 
years have passed away in battle. My age is darken- 
ed with grief ! 

" Daughter of the hand of snow ! I was not so 
mournful and blind. I was not so dark and forlorn, 
when Everallin loved me ! Everallin with the dark- 
brown hair, the white-bosomed daughter of Branno ! 
A thousand heroes sought the maid, she refused her 
love to a thousand. The sons of the sword were de- 



• Fingal being asleep, and the action suspended by night, 
the poet introduces the story of his courtship of Evirallin the 
daughter of Bianno. The episode is necessary to clear up seve- 
ral passages that follow in the poem ; at the same time that it 
naturally brings on the action of the book, which may be sup- 
posed to begin about the middle of the third night from the 
opening of the poem. This book, as many of Ossian*s other 
compositions, is addressed to the beautiful Malvina the daugh- 
ter of Toscar. She appears to have been in love with Oscar, 
and to have affected the company of the father after the death 
of the son. 
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spised : for graceful in her eyes was Ossian ! I went, 
in suit of the naaid, to Lego's sable surge. Twelve 
of my people were there, the sons of streamy Mor- 
ven I We came to £ranno, friend of strangers ! 
Branno of the sounding mail ! *' From whence," 
he said, '* are the arms, of steel ? Not easy to win 
is the maid, who has denied the blue-eyed sons of 
Erin ! But blest be thou, O son of Fingal ! Happy 
is the maid that waits thee ! Tho' twelve daughters of 
beauty were mine, thine were the choice, thou son 
of fame!" 

He opened the hall of the maid, the dark-haired 
Everallin. Joy kindled in our manly breasts. We 
blest the maid of Branno. ^' Above us on the hill 
appeared the people of stately Cormac. Eight were 
the heroes of the chief. The heath flamed wide with 
their arms. There Colla j there Durra of wounds, 
there mighty Toscar, and Tago, there Frestal the 
victorious stood 5 Dairo of the happy deeds : Dala 
the battle's bulwark in the narrow way ! The sword 
flamed in the hand of Cormac. Graceful was the 
look of the hero ! Eight, were the heroes of Ossian. 
Ullin stormy son of war. Mullo of the generous 
deeds. The noble, the graceful Scelacha. Oglan, 
and Cerdal the wrathful. Dumariccan's brows of 
death ! And why should Ogar be the last j so wide 
renowned on the hills of Ardven ?" 

" Ogar met Dala the strong, face to face, on the 
field of heroes. The battle of the chiefs was, like 
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wind, on ocean's foamy waves. The daggtr is Re- 
membered by Ogarj the weapon which he loved. 
Nine times he drowned it in Dala's side. The stormy 
battle turned. Three times I broke on Cormac's 
shield: three times he broke his spear. But, un- 
happy youth of love ! I cut his head away. Five 
times I shook it by the lock. The friends of Cormac 
fled. Whoever would have told me, lovely maid^ 
when then I strove in battle ; that blind, forsaken^ 
and forlorn I now should pass the nighty firm 
ought his mail to have beenj unmatched his arm 
in war!*' 

On * Lena's gloomy heath, the voice of music died 
away. The unconstant blast blew hard. The high 
oak shook its leaves aroutad. Of £verallin were my 
thoughts, when in all the light of beauty she came. 
Her blue eyes rolling in tears. She stood on a cloud 
before my sight, and spoke virith feeble voice ! *' Rise, 
Os8ian> rise, and save my son ; save Oscar prince of 
men. Near the red oak of Luba*s stream, he fights 
with Lochlin's sons.'* She sunk into her cloud again. 
I covered me with ^teel. My spear supported my 
steps j my rattling armour rung. I hummed, as I 
was wont iti danger, the songs of heroes of old. 

• The poet returns to his subject. If one could fix the 
time of the year in which the action of the poem happened, 
from the scene described here, I should be tempted to place 
it in autumn. The trees shed their leaves, and the winds are 
variable, both which circumstances agl-ee With that season of 
the year. 
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Like distant thunder Lochlin heard. They flcdj 
tnj son pursued." 

'* I called him like a distant stream. Oscar return 
over Lena. *' No further pursue the foe/* I said, 
" though Ossian is behind thee." He came ; and plea- 
sant to my ear was Oscdr's sounding steel. *' Why 
didst thou stop my hand/' he said, '' till death had 
covered all ? For dark and dreadful by the stream 
they met thy son and Fillan ! They watched the ter-» 
rors of the night. Our swords have conquered some. 
But as the winds of night pour the ocean over the 
white sands of Mora, so dark advance the sons of 
Lochlin, over Lena's rustling heath I The ghosts of 
night shriek afar: I have seen the meteors of death. 
Let me awake the king of Morven, he that smiles in 
danger ! He that is like the sun of heaten, rising in 
a storm V 

Pingal had statted from a dream, and leaned on 
Trenmor's shield ! the dark-brown shield of his fa- 
thers ', which they had lifted of old in war. The 
hero had seen, in his test, the mournful form of 
Agandecca. She came from the way of the ocean. 
She slowly, lonely, moved over Lena. Her face was 
pale like the mist of Cromla. Dark were the tears of 
her cheek. She often raised her dim hand from her 
robe : her robe which was of the clouds of the desert ! 
she raised her dim hand over Fingal, and turned away 
her silent eyes ! " Why weeps the daughter of Star^ 
no?" said Fmgal, with a sigh 5 " why is thy face so 
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pale, fair wanderer of the clouds ?** She departed on 
the wind of Lena. She left him in the midst of the 
night. She mourned the sons of her people, that were 
to fall by the hand of Fingal. 

The hero started from rest. Still he beheld her in 
his soul. The sound of Oscar's steps approached. 
The king saw the grey shield on his side : For the 
faint beam of the morning came over the waters of 
UUin. " What do the foes in their fear >" said the 
rising king of Morven ; *' or fly they thro' ocean's 
foam, or ^ait they the battle of steel ? But why should 
Fingal ask ? I hear their voice on the early wind I 
Fly over Lena's heath : O Oscar, awake our friends l" 

The king stood by the stone of Lubar. Thrice he 
reared his terrible voice. The deer started from the 
fountains of Cromla. The rocks shook on all their 
hills. Like the noise of a hundred mountain-streams, 
that burst, and roar, and foam ! like the clouds, that 
gather to a tempest on the blue face of the sky ! so 
met the sons of the desert, round the terrible voice of 
Fingal. Pleasant was the voice of the king of Morven 
to tlie warriors of his land. Often had he led them 
to battle ; often returned with the spoils of the foe 1 

" Come to battle," said the king, *' ye children of 
echoing Selma ! Come to the death of thousands. 
Comhal's son will see the fight. My sword shall 
wave on the hill the defence of my people in war. 
But never may you need it, warriors : while the son 
of Morni fights, the chief of mighty men! He shall 
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lead my battle 3 that his fame may rise in song ! O 
ye ghosts of heroes dead ! ye riders of the storm of 
Cromla ! receive my falling people with joy, and bear 
them to your hills. And may the blast of Lena carry 
them over my seas, that they may come to my silent 
dreams, and delight my soul in rest ! Plllan and Os- 
car, of the dark-brown hair ! fair Ryno, with the 
pointed steel ! advance with valour to the fight. Be- 
hold the son of Momi ! Let your swords be like his 
in strife : behold the deeds of his hands. Protect the 
friends of your father. Remember the chiefs of old. 
My children, I will see you yet, though here ye 
should fall in Erin. Soon shall our cold, pale ghosts 
meet in a cloud on Cona*s eddying winds I" 

Now like a dark and stormy cloud, edged round 
with the red lightning of heaven 5 flying westward 
from the morning's beam, the king of Selma removed. 
Terrible is the light of his armour 5 two spears are in 
his hand. His grey hair falls on the wind. He often 
looks back on the war. Three bards attend the son of 
fame, to bear his words to the chiefs. High on Crom- 
la's side he sat, waving the lightning of his sword, 
and as he waved we moved. 

Joy rises in Oscar*s face. His cheek is red. His 
eye sheds tears. The sword is a beam of fire in his 
hand. He came, and smiling, spoke to Ossian, '' O 
ruler of the fight of steel I my father, hear thy son ! 
Retire with Morven's mighty chief. Give me the 
fame of Ossian. If here I fall : O chief, remember 
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that breast of sqow^ the lonely sun-beam pf nay lave> 
the white-h^ded daughter of Toscar 1 For^ with red 
cheek from the rock, bendjng over the stream^ her 
soft hair flies about her bosom^ as she pours the sigh 
(or Oscar. Tell her I aiQ on ipy hiUs^ a lightlyr 
bo^nding son of the wind 5 tell her^ that in a clQud> 
I ipay meet the lovely maid of Toscar." Baise^ Os- 
car, rather raise my tomb. I will iiot yielj} the war 
to thee. Tiie first and bloodiest in the strife, my arm 
shall teach thee how to fight. But, remember, my 
son, to place this sword, this bow, the horn c^ my 
deer, within that dark and narrow hoi^se, whpse mar)L 
is one grey stone I Oscar, I have no love to leave to 
the care of my son. Evirallin is no more, the lovely 
daughter of Branno ! 

Such were our words, when Gaul*s loud voice 
came growing on the wind. He waved on high the 
sword of his father. We rushed to death and wounds. 
As waves, white-bubbling over the dcjcp, come swell- 
ing, roaring on j as ropks of pozp meet roaring waves : 
so foes attacked and fought. Man met with man, 
and steel with steel. Shields sound, and warriors 
fall. As a hundred hammers on the red son of th^ 
furnace, so rose, so rung tlieir swords ! 

Gaul rushed on, like a whirlwind in Ardven. The 
destruction of heroes is on his sword. Swaran was 
like the fire of the desert in the echoing heath of Gor- 
mal ! How can I give to the song the deatli of many 
spears ? My sword rose high, and flamed in the strife 
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of blood. Oscar, terrible wcrt thou, my best, my 
greatest son ! I rejoiced in my secret soul, when his 
sword flamed over the slain. They fled amain thro' 
Liena*s heath. We pursued and slew. As stones that 
bound from rock to rock \ as axes in echoing woo4s ; 
as thunder rplls from hill to hill, in dismal broken 
peals } so blow succeeded to blow, j^nd death to death, 
from the hand of Oscar and mine. 

But Swaran closed round Mc»rni*s son, as the 
Btrength of the tide of Inistore. The king half-rose 
from his hill at the sight. He half-assumed the spear. 
^^ Go, Ullin, go, my aged bar4>** begun the king of 
Morven. '^ Remind the mighty Gaul of war. «Re- 
mlnd him of his fathers. Support the yielding flght 
with song 5 for song enlivens war." Tall Ullin went, 
with step of age, and spoke to the king of swords, 
^^ Son * of the chief of generous steeds ! high-bound- 
ing king of spears. Strong arm in every perilgi)? 
toil. Hard heart that never yields. Chief of the 
pointed arms of death. Cut down the foe ; let no 
w^hite sail bound round dark Inistore, Be thine arm 
like thunder, thine eyes like fire, thy heart of solid 
rock. Whirl round thy sword as a meteor at night j 
lift thy shield like the flame of death. Son of tlie 
chief of generous steeds, cut down the foe. De* 

• The custom of encouraging men in battle with extempore 
rhymes has been carried down almost to our own times. Se- 
▼eral of these war songs are extant, but the most of thetp ar? 
only a group of epithets, without either beauty or harmony, ut- 
terly destitute of poetical merit. 
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stroy!" Hie hero's heart beat high. But Swamti 
came with battle. He cleft the shield of Gaul in 
twain. The sons of Selma fled. 

Fingal at once arose in arms. Thrice he reared his 
dreadful voice. Cromla answered around. The sons 
of the desert stood still. They bent tlieir blushing 
faces to earth, ashamed at the presence of tlie king. 
He came, like a cloud of rain in the day of the sun, 
when slow it rolls on the hill, and fields expect the 
shower. Silence attends its slow progress aloft ; but 
the tempest is soon to arise. Swaran beheld tlie ter- 
rible king of Morven. He stopped in the midst of 
his course. Dark he leaned on his spear, rolling his 
red eyes around. Silent and tall he seemed as an oak 
on tlie banks of Lubar, which had its branches blasted 
of old by the lightning of heaven. It bends over the 
stream : the grey moss whistles in the wind : so stood 
the king. Then slowly he retired to the rising heath 
of Lena. His thousands pour around the hero. 
Darkness gathers on the hill I 

Fingal, like a beam from heaven, shone in the midst 
of his people. His heroes gather around him. He 
sends forth the voice of his power. *' Raise my 
standards on high 5 spread them on Lena's wind, like 
the flames of an hundred hills ! liCt them sound on 
the winds of Erin, and remind us of the fight. Ye 
sons of the roaring streams, that pour from a thou- 
sand hills, be near the king of Mon^en ! attend to 
the words of his power ! Gaul strongest arm of death ! 
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O Oscar, of the future fights ! Connal, son of the 
blue shields of Sora ! Dermid of the dark-brown hair ! 
Ossian king of many songs, be near your father's 
arm!" We reared the sun- beam* of battle 5 the 
standard of the king ! Each hero exulted with joy, 
as, waving, it flew on the wind. It was studded 
with gold above, as the blue wide shell of the nightly 
sky. Each hero had his standard too ; and each his 
gloomy men ! 

'' Behold," said the king of generous shells, '^ how 
Liochlin divides on Lena! They stand like broken 
clouds on a hill ; or an half-consumed grove of oaks 5 
ivhen we see the sky through its branches, and the 
meteor passing behind ! Let every chief among the 
friends of Fingal take a dark troop of those that frown 
so high : Nor let a son of the echoing groves, bound 
on the waves of Inistore !" 

'^ Mine,'* said Gaul, *' be the seven chiefs, that 
came from Lano's lake." '' Let Inistore's dark king," 
said Oscar, '^ come to the sword of Ossian's son." 
'' To mine the king of Iniscon," said Connal, '' heart 
of steel!" " Or Mudan's chief or I," said brown- 
haired Dermid, " shall sleep on clay-cold earth." 
** My choice, though now so weak and dark, was 
Terman's battling king 5 I promised with my hand to 
w^in the hero's dark-brown shield." " Blest and vic- 

• FingaVs standard was distinguished by the name of sun- 
beam \ probably on account of its bright colour, and its being 
studded with gold. To begin a battle is expressed, in old com- 
position, by lifting of the sun^beam, 

VOL. II. I ' 
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torious be my chiefs»" said Fingal of the mildest loc^. 
" Swaran, king of roaring waves, thou art the choice 
of Fingal!" 

Now, like an hundred different winds, that pour 
through many vales 3 divided, dark the sons of Selma 
advanced. Cromla echoed around ! ** How can I 
relate the deaths, when we closed in the strife of 
arms ! O daughter of Toscar ! bloody were our 
hands ! The gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell, like the 
banks of the roaring Cona I Our arras were victorious 
on Lena : each chief fulfilled his promise ! Beside the 
murmur of Branno thou didst often sit, O maid ! 
thy white bosom rose frequent, like the down of the 
swan when slow she swims on the lake^ and sidelong 
winds blow on her ruffled wing. Thou hast seen the 
|un retire, red and slow behind his cloud: night 
gathering round on the mountain, while the unfre- 
quent blast roared in the narrow vales. At length 
the rain beats hard : thunder rolls in peals. Light- 
ning glances on the rocks I Spirits ride on beams of 
fire ! The strength of the mountain-streams comes 
roaring down the hills. Such was the noise of battle, 
maid of the arms of snow ! Why, daughter of Tos- 
car, why that tear ? The maids of Lochlin have cause 
to weep ! The people of their country fell. Bloody 
were the blue swords of tlie race of my heroes ! But 
I am sad, foriom, and blind : no more the companion 
of heroes. Give, lovely maid, to me thy tears. 1 
have seen the tombs of all my friends !" 
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It was then,' by FingaFs hand, a hero fell, to his 
grief ! Grey-haired he rolled in the dust. He lifted 
his faint eyes to the king : ^' And is it by me thou 
hast fallen ?" said the son of Comhal, ** thou friend 
of Agandecca ! I have seen thy tears for the maid of 
my love in the hails of the bloody Starno ! Thou hast 
been the foe of the foes of my love, and hast thou 
fallen by my hand ? Raise, UUin, raise the grave of 
Mathon 5 and give his name to Agandecca's song. 
Dear to my soul hast thou been, thou darkly-dwell- 
ing maid of Ardven I'* 

CuthuUin, from the cave of Crotnla, heard the 
noise of the troubled war. He called to Connal chief 
of, swords; to Carril of other times. The grey- 
haired heroes heard his voice. They took their pointed 
spears. They came, and saw the tide of battle, like 
ocean's crowded waves: when the dark wind blows 
from the deep, and rolls the billows through the 
sandy vale I CuthuUin kindled at tlie sight. Dark- 
ness gathered on his brow. His hand is on the sword 
of his fathers : his red-i oiling eyes on the foe. He 
thrice attempted to msh to battle. He thrice was 
stopt by Connal. " Chief of the isle of mist," he 
said, '^ Fingal subdues the foe. Seek not a part of 
the fame of the king -, himself is like the storm !" 

*' Then, Carril, go," replied the chief, '^ go, greet 
the king of Morven. When Lochlin falls gway like 
a stream after rain : when the noise of the battle is 
past. Then be tliy voice sweet in his ear to prais* 
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the king of Selma ! Give him the sword of Caithbat. 
Cutbullin is not worthy to lift the arms of his fathers ! 
Come, O ye ghosts of the lonely Cromla -, ye souls of 
chiefs that are no more ! be near the steps of Cuthul- 
lin ; talk to him in the cave of his grief. Never more 
shall 1 be renowned^ among the mighty in the land. 
I am a beam that has shone 5 a mist that has fled 
away: when the blast of the morning came, and 
brightened the shaggy side of the hill : Connal ! talk 
of arms no more : departed is my fame. My sighs 
shall be on Cromla's wind 5 till my footsteps cease to 
be seen. And thou, white-bosom'd Bragela, mourn 
over the fall of my fame : vanquished, I will never 
return to thee^ thou sun-beam of my soul V* 
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Cuthullin and Connal still remain on the hill. Fingal and 
Swaran meet ; the combat is described. Swaran is over- 
come, bound and delivered over as a prisoner to the care of 
Ossian and Gaul the son of Morni ; Fingal, his younger 
sons, and Oscar, still pursue the enemy. The episode of 
Orla a chief of Lochlin, who was mortally wounded in the 
batrie, is introduced. Fingal, touched with the death of 
Oda, orders the pursuit to be discontinued ; and calling his 
sons together, he is informed that Ryno, the youngest of 
them, was slain. He laments his death, hears the story of 
Lamdarg and Gelchossa, and returns towards the place 
where he had left Swaran. Carril, who had been sent by 
Cuthullin to congratulate Fingal on his victory, comes in 
the mean time to Ossian. The conversation of the two poets 
closes the action of the fourth day. 

TBook JFiftfi. 

On Cromla's resounding side, Connal spoke to the 
chief of the noble car. Why that gloom, son of 
Semo ? Our friends are the mighty in fight. Re- 
nowned art thou, O warrior ! many were the deaths 
of thy steel. Often has Bragela met, with blue- 
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rolling eyes of joy : often has she met her hero, rc- 
toming in the midst of the valiant 5 when his sword 
was red with slaughter j when his foes were silent in 
the fields of the tomb. Pleasant to her ears were thy 
bards^ when thy deeds arose in song. 

But behold the king of M orven ! He moves, be- 
low, like a pillar of fire. His strength is like the 
stream of Lubar, or the wind of the echoing Cromla j 
when the branchy forests of night are torn from all 
their rocks ! Happy are thy people, O Fingal ! thine 
arm shall finish their wars. Thou art the first in 
their dangers : tlie wisest in the days of their peace. 
Thou speakest, and thy thousands obey: armies 
tremble at the sound of tliy steel. Happy are thy 
people, O Fingal ! king of resounding Selma ! Who 
is that so dark and terrible coming in the thunder of 
his course ? who but Starno's son to meet the king of 
Morven ? Behold the battle of the chiefs ! it is the 
storm of the ocean, when two spirits meet far distant, 
and contend for the rolling of waves. Tlie hunter 
hears the noise on his hill. He sees the high billows 
advancing to Ardven's shore ! 

Such 'were the words of Connal, when the heroes 
met, in fight. Tiiere was the clang of arms ! there 
every blow, like the hundred hammers of the furnace ! 
Terrible is the battle of the kings -, dreadful the look 
of their eyes. Their dark^brown shields are cleft in 
twain. Their steel flies, broken, from their helms. 
They fling their weapons down. Each rushes to his 
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hero's grasp : Their sinewy arms bend round each 
other : they turn from side to side^ and strain and 
stretch their large spreading limbs below. But when 
the pride of their strength arose, they shook the hill 
with their heels. Rocks tumble from tlicir places on 
high 5 the green-headed bushes are overturned. At 
length the strength of Swaran fell : the king of the 
groves is bound. Thus have I seen on Cona 5 but 
Cona 1 behold no more I thus have I seen two dark 
hills, removed from their place, by the strength of 
the bursting stream. They turn from side to side in 
their fall 5 their tall oaks meet one another on high. 
They then tumble together with all their rocks and 
trees. The streams are turned by their side. The 
red ruin is seen afar. 

** Sons of distant Morven," said Fingal : " guard 
the king of Lochlin ! He is strong as his thousand 
waves. His hand is taught to war. His race is of 
the times of old. Gaul, thou first of my heroes ; 
Ossian king of songs, attend. He is the friend of 
Agandecca ; raise to joy his grief. But, Oscar, Fil- 
lan, and Ryno, ye children of the race ! pursue 
Lochlin over Lena; that no vessel may hereafter 
bound, on the dark- rolling waves of Inistore !'* 

They flew sudden across the heath. He slowly 
moved, like a cloud of thunder, when the sultry plain 
of summer b silent and dark ! His sword is before 
him as a sun-beam ; terrible as the streaming m^eteor 
of night. He came toward a chief of Lochlin. He 
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spoke to the son of the wave. '' Who is that so dark 
and sad, at the rock of the roaring stream ? He can- 
not bound over its course : How stately is the chief ! 
His bossy shield is on his side 3 his spear^ like the tree 
of the desert ! Youth of the dark-red hair^ art thou 
of the foes of Fingal ?" 

*' Isma son of Lochlin," he cries, " strong is roy 
arm in war. My spouse is weeping at home. Orla 
shall never return !" " Or fights or yields the hero ?" 
said Fingal of tlie noble deeds : " foes do not conquer 
in my presence : my friends are renowned in the hall. 
Son of the wave, follow me, partake the feast of my 
shells : pursue the deer of my desert : be thou the 
friend of Fingal.'* •' No:" said the hero, '* I assist 
the feeble. My strength is with the weak in arms« 
My sword has been always unmatched, O warrior ! 
let the king of Morven yield !" ''I never yielded, 
Orla ! Fingal never yielded to man. Draw thy sword 
and chuse thy foe. Many are my heroes T* 

" Does then the king refuse the fight ?*' said Orla 
of the dark-brown shield. ** Fingal is a match for 
Orla : and he alone of all his race !" " But, king 
of Morven, if 1 shall fall > as one time the warrior 
must die 5 raise my tomb in the midst : let* it be the 
greatest on Lena. Send, over the dark-blue wave, 
the sword of Orla to the spouse of his love 5 that she 
may shew it to her son, with tears, to kindle his soul 
to war.'* *' Son of the moumful tale," said Fingal, 
*' why dost thou awaken my tears ? One day the 
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warriors must die^ and the children see their useless 
arms in the hall, But^ Orla ! thy tomb shall rise. 
Thy white-bosomed spouse shall weep over thy 
sword/ ' 

They fought on the heath of Lena. Feeble was 
the arm of Orla. The sword of Fingal descended, 
and cleft his. shield in twain. It fell and glittered on 
the ground, as the moon on the rufHed stream. 
" King of Morven/* said the hero, '' lift thy sword 
and pierce my breast. Wounded and faint from bat- 
tle, my friends have left me here. The mournful 
tale shall come to my love, on the banks of the 
streamy Lota } when she is alone in the wood 3 and 
the rustling blast in the leaves !" 

" No;" said the king of Morten, " I will never 
wound thee, Orla. On the banks of Lota let her see 
thee, escaped from the hands of war. Let thy grey- 
haired father, who, perhaps, is blind with age. Let 
him hear the sound of thy voice, and brighten witliin 
his hall. With joy let the hero rise, and search for 
his son with his hands '." " But never will he find 
him, Fingal 3" said the youth of the streamy Lota. 
*' On Lena's heath I must die : foreign bards shall 
talk of me. My broad belt covers my wound of death. 
I give it to the wind !'* 

The dark blood poured from his side, he fell pale 
on the heath of Lena. Fingal bent over him as he 
dies, and called his younger chiefs. '^ Oscar and 
Fillan, my sons, raise high the memory of Orla. 
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Here let the dark-haired hero rest, far from the spouse 
of his love. Here let him rest in his narrow house 
far from the sound of Lota. The feeble will £nd his 
bow at home 3 but will not be able to bend it. His 
feitliful dogs howl on his hiUs ; his boars^ which he 
used to pursue^ rejoice. Fallen b the arm of battle ! 
tlie mighty among the valiant is low ! Exalt the voice^ 
and blow the horn, ye sons of the king of Morvcn ! 
Let us go back to Swaran, to send the night away on 
song. Fillan, Oscar, and Ryno, fly over the heath 
of Lena. Where, Ryno, art thou, young son of 
fame ? Thou art not wont to be the last to answer thy 
father's voice !*' 

*' Ryno," said Ullin first of bards, *' is with the 
awful forms of his fathers. With Tratlial king of 
shields j with Trenmor of mighty deeds. The youth 
is low, the youth is pale, he lies on Lena's heath !" 
*' Fell the swiftest in the race," said the king, *' the 
first to bend tlie bow ? Thou scarce hast been known 
to me ? why did young Ryno fall ? But sleep thou 
softly on Lena, Fingal shall soon behold thee. Soon 
shall my voice be heard no more, and my footsteps 
cease to be seen. The bards will tell of FingaPs 
name. Tlie stones will talk of me. But, Ryno, thou 
art low indeed ! thou hast not received thy fame. 
Ullin, strike the harp for Rynoj tell what the chief 
would have been. Farewd, thou first in every fields 
No more shall I direct thy dart ! Thou that hast 
been so fair ! I behold thee not. Farcwel." The 
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tear is on the cheek of the king, for terrible was his 
son in war. His son ! that was like a beam of fire 
by night on a hill ^ when the forests sink down in its 
course^ and the traveller trembles at the sound ! But 
the winds drive it beyond the steep. It sinks from 
sights and darkness prevails. 

*' Whose fame is in that dark-green tomb ?" begun 
the king of generous shells. '^ Four stones with their 
heads of moss stand there ! They mark the narrow 
house of death. Near it let Ryno rest. A neighbour 
to the brave let him lie. Some chief of fame is here, 
to fly, with my son, on clouds. O Ullin 1 raise the 
songs of old. Awake their memory in their tomb. 
If in the field they never fled, my son shall rest by 
their side. He shall rest, far-distant from Morven, 
on Lena's resounding plains !*' 

^^ Here,*' said the bard of song, *^ here rest the first 
of heroes. Silent is Lamderg * in this place : dumb 
is Ullin, king of swords : And who, soft smiling from 
her cloud, shews me her face of love ? Why, daugh- 
ter, why so pale art thou, first of the ^ maids of 
Cromla ? Dost thou sleep with the foes in battle ? 
white-bosomed daughter of Tuathal. Thou hast been 
the love of thousands, but Lamderg was thy love. 
He came to Tura's mossy towers, and, striking his 
dark buckler, spoke :** " Where is Gelchossa, my 
love, the daughter of the noble Tuathal ? I left her 

* Lamh-dhearg signifies bloody hand, Gelchossa, white 
legged. Tuathal, surly, Ulfadda, long beard. Fcrchios, the 
conqueror of men. 
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in the hall of Tura^ when I fought with great Ulfada. 
Return soon, O Lamderg ! she said, for here I sit in 
grief. Her white breast rose with sighs. Her cheek 
was wet with tears. But I see her not coming to 
meet me 5 to sooth my soul after war. Silent is the 
hall of my joy ! 1 hear not the voice of the bard. 
Bran^ does not shake his chains at the gate, glad at 
the coming of Lamderg. Where is Gelchossa, my 
love, the mild daughter of the generous Tuathal ?" 

'' Lamderg!" says Ferchios son of Aidon, " Gel- 
chossa moves stately on Cromla. She and the maids 
of the bow pursue the flying deer!** " Ferchios!" 
replied the chief ,'of Cromla, •^ no noise meets the 
ear of Lamderg ! No sound is in the woods^f Lena. 
No deer fly in my sight. No panting dog pursues. I 
see not Gelchossa my love, fair as the full moon set- 
ting on the hills. Go, Ferchios, go to Allad,f the grey- 
haired son of the rock. His dwelling is in the circle 
of stones. He may know of the bright (^elchossa !** 

" The son of Aidon went. He spoke to the ear of 
age. Allad ! dweller of rocks : thou that tremblest 
alone! what saw thine eyes of age?" "I saw," 

♦ Bran is a common name of grey-hounds to this day. It is 
a custom in the north of Scotland, to give the names of the he- 
roes mentioned in this poem, to their dogs; a proof that they 
are familiar to the ear, and their fame generally known. 

f Allad is a druid : he is called the son of the rock, from his 
dwelling in a cave ; and the circle of stones here mentioned is 
the pale of the druidical temple. He is here consulted as one 
who had a supernatural knowledge of things ; from the druids, 
no doubt, came the ridiculous notion of the second sight, which 
prevailed in the highlands and isles. 
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answere<f AUad the old, " Ullin the son of Cairbar. 
He came, in darkness, from Cromla. He hummed 
a surly song, like a blast in a leafless wood. He en- 
tered the hall of Tura. " Lamdcrg," he said, *' most 
dreadful of men, fight or yield to UUin ." < * Lamderg,* * 
replied Gelchossa j '' the son of battle, is not here. 
He fights Ulfada mighty chief. He is not here, thou 
first of men ! But Lamderg never yields. He will 
fight the son of Cairbar !" '' Lovely art thou," said 
terrible Ullin, ^^ daughter of the generous Tuathal. 
I carry thee to Cairbar's halls. The valiant shall have 
Gelchossa. Three days I remain on Cromla, to wait 
that son of battle, Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchossa 
is mine ; if the mighty Lamderg flies." 

*' Allad T' said the chief of Cromla, '^ peace to 
thy dreams in the cave. Ferchios, sound the horn of 
lamderg, that Ullin may hear in his halls." Lamderg, 
like a roaring storm, ascended the hill from Tura. He 
hummed a surly song as he went; like the noise of a 
falling stream. He darkly stood upon the hill, like a 
cloud varying its form to the wind. He rolled a stone, 
the sign of war. Ullin heard in Cairbar's Jiall. The 
hero heard, with joy, his foe. He took his father's 
spear. A smile brightens his dark-brown cheek, as 
he places his sword by his side. The dagger glittered 
in his hand. He whistled as he went. 

Gelchossa saw the silent chief, as a wreath of mist 
ascending the hill. She sti*uck her white and heaving 
breast j and silent, tearful, feared for Lamderg. 
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^' Cairbar, hoary diief of shells/' said the maid of the 
tCDder hand^ '* I must bend the bow on Cromla. I 
see the dark-brown hinds I" She hasted up the hill. 
In vain ! the gloomy heroes fought. Why should I 
tell to Sdma's king, how wrathful heroes fight ? Fierce 
Ullin fell. Young Lamdei^ came^ all pale to the daugh- 
ter of generous Tuathal! " What blood, my love ?" 
she trembling said : *' what blood runs down my war- 
rior's side?" '^ It is UUin's blood/' the chief replied, 
'' thou fairer than the snow ! Grdchossa^ let me rest 
here a little while." The mighty Lamderg died! 
'' And sleepest thou so soon on earth, O chief of shady 
Tura ?" llirec days she mourned beside her love. 
The hunters found her cold. They raised this tomb 
above the three. Thy son, O king of Morven, may 
rest here with heroes I 

" And here nay son shall rest/' said Fmgal. " The 
voice of their fame is in mine ears. Fillan and Fer- 
gus ! bring hither Orla ; the pale youth of the stream 
of Lota I Not unequalled shall Ryno lie in earth, when 
Orla is by his side. Weep, ye daughters of Morven ! 
ye maids of the streamy Lota weep ! Like a tree they 
grew on the hills. They have fallen like the oak of the 
desert 5 when it lies across a stream, and withers in 
the wind. Oscar I chief of every youth ! thou seest 
how they have fallen. Be thou like them, on earth 
renowned. Like them the song of bards. Terrible 
were their forms in battle 5 but calm was Byno in the 
days of peace. He was like the bow of the sliower 
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seen far distant on the stream -, when the sun is setting 
on Mora 5 when silence dwells on the hill of deer. Rest, 
youngest of ray sons 1 rest, O Ryno ! on Lena. We 
too shall be no more. Warriors one day must fall !" 

Such was thy grief, thou king of swords, when R3mo 
lay on earth. What must the grief of Ossian be, for 
thou thyself art gone ! I hear not thy distant voice on 
Cona. My eyts perceive thee not. Often forlorn and 
dark I sit at thy tomb ; and feel it with my hands. When 
I think I hear thy voice, it is but the passing blast. 
Fingal has long since fallen asleep, the ruler of the war ! 
Then Gaul and Ossian sat with Swaran, on tlie soft 
green banks of Lubar. I touched tlie harp to please 
the king. But gloomy was his brow.. He rolled his 
red eyes towards Lena. The hero mourned his host. 
I raised mine eyes to Cromla's brow. I saw the son 
of generous Semo. Sad and slow he retired, from his 
' hill, towards the lonely cave of Tura. He saw Fingal 
victorious, and mixed his joy with grief. The sun is 
bright on his armour. Connal slowly strode behind. 
They sunk behind tlie hill, like two pillars of the fire of 
night : when winds pursue them over the mountain, 
and the flaming heath resounds ! Beside a stream of 
roaring foam his cave is in a rock. One tree bends 
above it. The rushii^ winds echo against its sides. 
Here rests thechief of Erin, the son of generous Semo. 
His thoughts are on the battles he lost. The tear is on 
his cheek. He mourned the departure of his fame, 
that fled like the mist of Cona. O Bragela ! thou art 
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too far remote, to cheer the soul of the hero. But let 
him see thy bright form in his mind : that his thoughts 
may return to the lonely sun-beam of his love ! 

Who comes with the locks of age ? It is the son of 
«ongs. *' Hail, Carril of other times ! Thy voice is 
like the harp in the halls of Tura. Thy words are 
pleasant as the shower, which falls on the sunny field. 
Carril of the times of old, why comest thou from the 
gon of the generous Semo ?" 

'' Ossian, king of swords/', replied the bard, ^' thou 
best can raise the song. Long hast thou been 
known to Carril, thou ruler of war ! Often have I 
touched the harp to lovely Evirallin. Thou too hast 
often joined my voice, in Branno*s hall of generous 
shells. And often, amidst our voices, was heard the 
mildest Evirallin. One day she sung of Cormac's 
fall, the youth, who died for her love. I saw the 
tears on her clieek, and on thine, thou chief of men ! 
Her soul was touched for the unhappy, though she 
loved him not. How fair among a thousand maids, 
was the daughter of generous Branno !" 

'' Bring not, Carril,'* I replied, " bring not her 
memory to my mind. My soul must melt at the re- 
membrance. My eyes must have their tears. Pale in 
the earth is she, the softly-blushing fair of my love ! 
But sit thou on the heath, O bard ! and let us hear thy 
voice. It is pleasant as the gale of spring, that sighs on 
the hunter's ear ; when he awakens from dreams of 
joy, and has heard the music of the spirits of the hill I" 
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ARGUMENT TO BOOK VI. 

Night comes on. Fingal gives a feast to his army, at which 
Swaran is present. The king commands UUin his bard to 
give the song of peace ; a custom always observed at the end 
of a war. UUin relates the actions of Trenmor, great grand- 
father to Fingal, in Scandinavia, and his marriage with Ini- 
baca, the daughter of a king of Lochlin who was ancestor 
to Swaran; which consideration, together with his being 
brother to Agandecca, with whom Fingal was in love in his 
youth, induced the king to release him, and permit him to 
return, with the remains of his army, into Lochlin, upon 
his promise of never returning to Ireland, in a hostile manner. 
The night is spent in settling Swaran*s departure, in songs of 
bards, and in a conversation in which the story of Grumal is 
introduced by Eingal, Morning comes. Swaran departs ; 
Fingal goes on a hunting party, and finding Cuthullin in the 
cave of Tura, comforts him, and sets sail, the next day, for 
Scotland ; which concludes the poem. 

The clouds of night come rolling down. Dark- 
ness rests on the steeps of Cromla. The stars of the 
north arise over the rolling of Erin's waves : they 
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shew their heads of fire, thro* the flying mist of 
heaven. A distant wind roars in the wood. Silent 
and dark is 4he plain of death ! Still on the dusky 
Lena arose in my ears the voice of Carril. He sung 
of the friends of our youth j the days of former years j 
when we met on the banks of Lego : when we sent 
round the joy of the shell. Cromla, answered to his 
voice. The ghosts of those he sung came in their 
rustling winds. They were seen to bend with joy, 
towards the sound of their praise ! 

Be thy soul blest, O Carril ! in the midst of thy 
eddying winds. O that thou wouldst come to my 
hall, when I am alone by night ! And thou dost come, 
my friend. I hear often thy light hand on my harp^ 
when it hangs, on the distant wall, and the feeble 
5ound touches my ear. Why dost thou not speak to 
me in my grief, and tell when I - shall behold my 
friends ? But thou passest away in thy murmuring 
blast) the wind whistles thro* the grey hair of Ossian! 

Now, on the side of Mora, tlie heroes gathered to 
the feast. A thousand aged oaks are burning to the 
wind. The strength * of the shells goes round • The 
souls of warriors brighten with joy. But the king of 
Lochlin is silent. Sorrow reddens in the eyes of his 

♦ The ancient Celtae brewed beer, and they were no strangers 
to mead. Several ancient poems mention wax lights and wine 
as common in the halls of Fingal. The Caledonians, in their 
trequcnt incursions to the province, might become acquainted 
with those conveniencies of life, and introduce them into their 
own country, among the booty which they carried from South 
Britain. 
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pride. He often tamed toward Lena. He reinem« 
bered that he fell. Flogal leaned on the shield of hit 
fathers. His grey locks slowly waved on the wind^ 
and glittered to the beam of night. He saw the grief 
of Swaran^ and spoke to the first of bards. 

'^ Raise, Ullin, raise the song of peace. O sooth 
way soul firom war ! Let mine ear forget, in the sound, 
the dismal noise of arms. Let a hundred harps be 
near to gladden the king of Lochlin. He must de« 
part firom us with joy. None ever went sad from 
Fingal. Oscar ! the lightning of my sword is gainst 
the strong in fight. Peaceful it lies by my side when 
warriors yield in war," 

" Trenmor,"* said the mouth of songs, " lived in 
the days of other years. He bounded over the waves 
of the north : companion of the storm ! The high 
rocks of the land of Lochlin^ its groves of murmur- 
ing sounds a[4)eared to the hero thro* mist : he bound 
his white-bosomed sails. Trenmor pursued the* boar, 
that roared thro' the woods of Gormal. Many had 
fled from its presence : but it rolled in death on the 
spear of Trenmor. Three chiefs, who beheld the 
deed, fcoild of the mighty stranger. They told that he 
stood, like a pillar of fire, in the bright arms of his 
valour. The king of Lochlin prepared the feast. He 
called the blooming Trenmor. Three days he feasted 
at Gormal* s windy towers j and received his choice in 

• Trenmor was great-grandfather to Fingal. The story is 
introduced to &cUitate the disimssion of Swaraa. 
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the combat. The land of Lochlin had oo hero, that 
yielded not to Trenraor. The shell of joy went round 
with songs, in praise of the king of Morven. He that 
came over the waves, the first of mighty men !" 

Now when the- fourth grey mom arose, the hero 
launched his ship. He walked along the silent shore, 
and called for the rushing wind : For loud and distant 
he heard the blast murmuring behind the groves. 
Covered over with arms of steel, a son of the woody 
Gormal appeared. Red was his cheek and fair his 
hair. His skin like the snow of Mcnren. Mild rolled 
his blue and smiling eye, when he spoke to the king 
of swords. 

'* Stay, Trenmor, stay thou first of men, thou 
hast not conquered Lonval's son. My sword has 
often met the brave. The wise shun the strength of 
my bow." " Thou fair-haired youth," Trenmor 
replied, " I will not fight with Lonval's son. Thine 
arm is feeble, sun-beam of youth ! Retire to Gor- 
mal's dark-brown hinds." '* But I will retire," re- 
plied the youth, "with the sword of Trenmor J and 
exult in the sound of my fame. The virgins shall 
gather with smiles, around him who conquered mighty 
Trenmor. They shall sigh with the sighs of love,' 
and admire the length of thy spear 5 when I shall 
carry it among thousands 5 when I lift the glittering 
point to the sun." 

" Thou shalt never carry my spear," said the angry 
king of Morven. ' " Thy mother shall find thee pale 
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«n the shore; and, looking oyer the dark-blue deep, 
$ee the sails of him. that slew her son!" " 1 will 
not lift the spear,*' replied the youth, '* my arm is 
not strong with years. But, with the feathered dart, 
I have learned to pierce a distant fbe. .Throw down 
that fakeavy mail of steel. TrenmcM* . is covered from 
death. I first, wilt lay my mail on earth. Throw 
now thy dart» thou king of Morven !" He saw the 
heaving of her. breast. It was the sister of the king. 
She had seen imn in the hall : and loved his face of 
youth. The spear dropt from the hand of Tienmor : 
he bent his red cheek to the ground. She was to him 
a beam of light that meets the sons of the cave; 
when they revisit the fields of the sun^ and bend their 
aching, eyes ! . 

♦' Chief of the windy Morven," begun the maid 
of the arms of snow, '^ let me rest in thy bounding 
ship, far from the love of Corlo. For he, like the 
thunder of the desert, is terrible to Inibaca. He 
loves roe in the gloom of pride. He shakes ten thou- 
sand spears I" *' Rest thou in peace," said the 
mighty Trenmor, *' rest behind the shield of my fa- 
thers. 1 will not fly from the chief, though he shakes 
ten thousand spears !" Three days he waited on the 
shore. He sent his horn abroad. He called Corlo 
to battle, from all his echoing hills. But Corlo came 
not to battle. The king of Lochlin descends from 
Jbis hall. He feasted on the roaring shore. He gave 
the maid to Trenmor ! 
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*' King of Lochlin," saud Fmgal, *' thy blood flows 
in the veins of thy foe. Our fathers met in battle, 
because they loved the strife of spears. But often did 
they feast in the hall : and send round the joy of the 
shell. Let thy face brighten withgladness, and thine 
ear delight in the harp. Dreadful as the storm of 
thine ocean^ diou hast poured thy valour forth ; thy 
voice has been like the voice of thousands when th^ 
eng^e in war. Raise^ to-morrow, raise thy white 
^ails to the wind* thou brother of Agandeoca ! Bright 
as the beam of noon, she comes on my mournful soul. 
I have seen thy tears for the fair one. I spaned thee 
in the hails of Stamo ; when my sword was red with 
slaughter; vifhen my eye was full of tears for the 
maid. Or dost thou chuse the £ght ? The combat 
which thy fathers gave to Trenmor is thine! that 
thou mayest depart renowned, like die sun setting in 
the west V 

" King of the race of Morven/* said the chief of 
]»8oanding Lochlin ! '' never wiU Swaran fight with 
thee, first of a thousand heroes ! I have seen thee in 
the halls of Stamo : few were tliy years beyond my 
own. When shall I, I said to my soul, lift the spear 
like the noble Fingal ? We have fought heretofore, 
O warrior, on the side of the shaggy Malmorj after 
my waves had carried me to tiiy halls, and the feast 
oi a thousand shells was spread. Let the bards send 
his name who overcame to future years, for noble was 
the strife of Malmor ! But many of the ships of Loch- 
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Hn have lost tfaeir youths on Loia. Take the^e, thoa 
Jung (^ Morven^ and be the Uriend of Swaran! 
When thy sons shall come to Gormaly die feast of 
sbeMs aball be spread, and the combat efflbned on the 
vale/' 

'' Nor s^v" le^ed the king, '' shalk Fingal Cake, 
nor land of many hilb. The desert is enoog^ to me, 
with all its deer and woods. Rise o» thy wafvesiagain, 
thou Boble firiend of tAgandecca f Spread 1^ white 
sails to the beam of die morning 5 retam tio ihe ecfao- 
ii^hiMaof Gormal." '' Kcst be thy s©b1> thoa king 
of shells^" said Swaran of die d^rk-brown shield. 
*' In peace iJioa art the gale of spring, hi war the 
moiBitaia-storni* Take now my hand- in fKendshif)^ 
king of echoing Sekna l^ Let tiiy bardtr monm those 
who feH. Let Erin: giire the sons of LochHn to earfh. 
Raise high the mossy stones of die^ fame : dmt the 
children of the north hereafter may belidd the place 
where dieir fathers fought. The hunter may say, 
^en he leans on a mossy t<omb> here Fing&l and 
Swaran fought, the heroes of otheF yeare. Thus here- 
after shall he say, and our fame shall lasll for ever !*' 
'' Swaran," said the king of hills, " to-day our 
fame is greatest. We shall pass away Mke a dream. 
No scHind will remain in our fiekts of war. Our 
tombs wiU be lost in the heath. 1^ huQ4?er sh^l not 
know the place of oiar rest. Our names may be heard' 
in song. What avails it, wkea our sfi-ength hath 
ceased ? O Ossian, Carril, and Ullin ! you know of 
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" Grumal was a chief of Cona, He sought the 
hattle on every coast. His soul rejoiced in blood. 
His ear in the din of arms. He poured his warriors 
on Craca 5 Craca*s king met him from his grove : for 
then^ within the circle of Brumo>* he spoke to the 
stone of power. Fierce was the battle of the heroes, 
for the maid of the breast of snow. The fame of the 
daughter of Craca had reached Grumal at the streams 
of Cona : he vowed to have the white-bosomed maid, 
or die on echoing Craca. Three days they strove to- 
gether^ and Grumal on the fourth was bound. Far 
6om his friends they placed him> in the horrid circle 
of Brumo ; where often, they said^ tlie ghosts of the 
dead howled round the stone of their fear. But he 
afterwards shone^ like a pillar of the light of heaven. 
They fell by his mighty hand. Grumal had all his 
fame !" 

*' Raise, ye bards of other times," continued the 
great JRngal, '^ raise high the praise of heroes : that 
my. soul may settle on their fame; that the mind of 
Swaran may cease to be sad." They lay in the heath 
of Mora. The dark winds rustled over the chiefs. A 
hundred voices, at once, arose : a hundred harps were 
strung. They sung of other times ; the mighty chiefs 
of former years! When now shall I hear the bard? 
When rejoice at the fame of my fathers ? The harp is 
not strung on Morven. The voice of music ascends 

* This passage alludes to the religion of the king of 
Cmca. 
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not on Cbna Dead, with the mighty^ is the bard. 
Fame is in the desert no more. 

Morning treoobles with the beam of the east -, it 
glinuners on Comla's side. Over Lepa is heard the 
horn of Swaran. The sons of the ocean gather aroond. 
Silent and sad they rise on the wave. The blast of 
Erin is behind their sails. White^ as the mist of 
Morven, they Boat along the sea. «' Call/' 8ai4 
Fmgal, '^ call my dogs^ the long-bounding sons of the 
chace. Call white*breasted Bran and the surly 
strength of Lnath ! Fillan, and Byno; but he is not 
here ! My son rests on the bed of death. TiSaai and 
Fergus ! blow the horn^ that the joy of the chaoe 
may arise : that the deer of Cromla may hear ^id start 
at the lake of roes.** 

The shrill sound spreads along the wood. The soaa 
of heathy Cromla arise. A thousand dogs fly off at 
once, grey-bounding thro* the heath. A deer fisll by 
every dog j three by the white-breasted Bran. He 
brought them, in their flight, to Fingal^ that the joy 
of the king might be great ! One deer ^ at the tomb 
of Ryno. The grief of Fingal returned. He saw how 
peaceful lay the stone of him, who was the flist at 
the chace ! " No more shalt thou rise, O my son ! 
to partake of the feast of Cromla. Soon will thy 
tomb be hid> and the grass grow rank on thy grave. 
The sons of the feeble shall pass along. They shall 
not know where the mighty lie. 

'' Ossian and Fillan, sons of my strength ! Gaul^ 
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chkf of the blue steel of war ! let us ascend the hill 
to the cave of Tura. Let us find the chief of the bat- 
tles of Erin. Are these the walls of Tura ? grey and 
lonely they rise on the heatli. The chief of shells is 
sad^ and the halls are silent and lonely. Come, let 
us find Cuthullin, and give him all our joy. But is 
that CathuUin, O Fillan, or a pillar of smoke on the 
heath ? The wind of Cromla is on my ejes, I dis- 
tinguish not my fiicnd." 

'' Fingal !" replied the youth, " it is the son of 
Semo ! Gloomy and sad is the hero ! his hand is on 
his sword. Hail to the son of batde, breaker of the 
shields l" " Hail to thee/* replied Cuthullih, " hail 
to all the sons of Morven ! Delightful is thy presence, 
O Fmgal i it is the sun on Cromla; when the hunter 
mourns his absence for a season, and sees him be- 
tween the clouds. Thy sons are like stars that attend 
thy course. They give light in the night. It is not 
thus thou hast seen me, O Fingal ! returning from 
the wars of thy land : when the kings of the world * 
had fied^ and joy returned to the hill of hinds !" 
*' Many are thy words, Cuthollin," said Connan f 
of small renown. *' Thy words are many, son of 

• This is the only passage in the poem wherein the wais of 
Fingal agaunst the Romans are alluded to : the Roman emperor 
is distinguished in old composition by the tide of king of the 
world, 

f Connan was of the family of Morni. He is mentioned in 
several other poems, and always appears with the same charac- 
ter. The poet passed him over in silence till now, and his be- 
haviour here deserves no better usage. 
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Semo^ but where are thy deeds in arms ? Why did 
we come, over ocean, to aid thy feeble sword ? Thou 
flyest to thy cave of grief, and Connan fights thy 
battles. Resign U> me these arms of light. Yield 
them, thouchief of Erin." *' No hero," replied the 
chief, '' ever sought the arms of Cuthullin ! and had 
a thousand heroes soi:^ht them, it were in vain, thou 
gloomy youth I I fled not to the cave of grief, till 
Erin failed at her streams." 

" Youth of the feeble arm," said Fingal, *' Con- 
nan cease thy words ! Cuthullin is renowned in bat- 
tle 3 terrible over the world. Often have I heard thy 
fame, thou stormy chief of Inis-fail. Spread now 
thy white sails for the isle of mist. See Bragela 
leaning on her rock. Her tender eye is in tears ; the 
winds lifl her long hair from her heaving breast. She 
listens to the breeze of night, to hear the voice of thy 
rowers 5* to hear the song of the sea ! the sound of 
thy distant harp !" 

'^ Long shall she listen in vam. Cuthullin shall 
never return ! How can I behold Bragela, to raise 
the sigh of her breast ? Fingal, I was always victo- 
rious, in battles of other spears !" '* And hereafter 
thou shalt be victorious," said Fingal of generous 
shells. << Hie fame of Cuthullin shall grow, like the 
branchy tree o\ Cromla. Many battles await thee, 
O chief! Many shall be the wounds of thy hand ! 

• The practice of singing when they row is universal among 
the inhabitants of the north-west coast of Scotland and the isles. 
It deceives time, and inspirits the rowers. 
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firing hither, Oscar, the deer ! Prepare the feast of 
shells. Let our souls rejoice after danger, and our 
friends delight in oiu* presence !*' 

We sat. We feasted. We sung. Hie soul of 
Cuthullin rose. The strength of his arm returned. 
Gladness brightened along his face. Ullin gave the 
song 5 Carril raised the voice. I joined the bards, 
and sung of battles of the spear. Battles ! where I 
often fought. Now I fight no more ! The fame of 
my former deeds is ceased. I sit forlorn at the tombs 
of my friends ! 

Thus the night passed away in song. We brought 
back the morning with joy. Fingal arose on the heath, 
and shook his glittering spear. He moved first to- 
ward the plains of Lena. We followed in all our 

amis. 
" Spread the sail,** said the king, *' seize the 

winds as they pour from Lena." We rose on the 

wave with songs. We rushed, with joy, thro* the 

foam of the deep. 



LATHMON: 

A POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

Lathmon, a British prince, taking advantage of Fingal's absence 
on an expedition in Ireland, made a descent on Morven, and 
advanced within sight of Selma, the royal residence. Fingal 
arrived in the mean time, and Lathmon retreated to a hill, 
where his army was surprized by night, and himself taken 
prisoner by Ossian and Gaul the son of Morni. The poem 
opens, with the first appearance of Fingal on the coast of 
Morven, and ends, it may be supposed, about noon the 
next day. 

Selma, thy halls are silent. There is no sound in 
the woods of Morven. The wave tumbles alone on 
the coast. The silent beam of the sun is on tlie field. 
The daughters of Morven come forth, like the bow 
of the shower ; they look towards green Erin for the 
white sails of the king. He had promised to return, 
but the winds of the north arose ! 

Who pours firom the eastern hill, like a stream of 
darkness ? It is the host of Lathmon. He has heard 
of the absence of Fingal. Jle trusts in the wind of 
the north. His soul brightens with joy. Why dost 
thou come, O Lathmon? The mighty are not in 
Selma. Why comest thou with thy forward spear ? 
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Will the daughters of Morvcn fight ? But stop, O 
mighty stream, in thy course! Does not Lathmon 
behold these sails ? Why dost thou vanish, Lathmon, 
like the mist of the lake ? But the squally storm is 
behind thee ; Fingal pursues thy steps ! 

The king of Morven had started from sleep, as we 
rolled on the dark-blue wave. He stretched his hand 
to his spear, his heroes rose around. We knew that 
he had seen his fathers, for they often descended to 
his dreams, when the sword of the foe rose over the 
land 3 and the battle darkened before us. " Whither 
hast thou fled, O wind ?** said the king of Morven. 
'^ Dost thou rustle in the chambers of the south, pur- 
suest thou the shower in other lands ? Why dost 
thou not come to my sails ? to the blue face of my 
seas ? The foe is in the land of Morven, and the 
ki&g is absent far. But let each bind on his mail, and 
each assume his shield. Stretch every spear over the 
wave 5 let every sword be unsheathed. Lathmon * is 
before us with his host : he that fled f from Fingal 
on the plains of Lona. But he returns, like a col- 
lected stream, and his roar is between our hills.*' 

Such were the words of Fingal. We rushed into 
Carmona's bay. Ossian ascended the hill : He thrice 

* It is said by tradition, that it was the intelligence of Lath- 
mon*s invasion, that occasioned Fingal's return from Ireland ; 
though Ossian, more poetically, ascribes the cause of Fmgal's 
knowledge to his dream. 

f He alludes to a battle wherein Fingal had defeated Lath- 
mon. 
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struck his bossy shield. The rock of Morven replied 3 
the bounding roes came forth. The foe was troubled 
in mj presence : he collected his darkened host. I 
stood^ like a cloud on the hill^ rejoicing in the arms 
of my youth. 

Momi * sat beneath a tree, at the roaring waters of 
Stryimon :f his locks of age arc grey : he leans for- 
ward on his staff; young Gaul is near the hero, hear- 
ing the battles of his father. Often did he rise, in 
the fire of his soul, at die mighty deeds , of Momi. 
The aged heard the sound of Ossian*s shield : he knew 
the sign of war. He started at once from his place. 
His grey hair parted on his back. He remembered 
the deeds of other years. 

'' My son," he said to fair-haired Gaul, *' I hear 
the sound of war. The king of Morven is returned, 
his signals are spread on the wind. Go to the halls of 
Stnimon ; bring his arms to Momi. Bring the shield 
of my father's latter years, for my arm begins to fail. 
Take thou thy armour^ O Gaul ! and rash to the first 
of thy battles. Let thine arm reach to the renown 
of thy fathers. Be thy course in the field, like the 
eagle's wing. Why shouldst thou fear death, my 
SOD ? the valiant fall with fame 3 their shields turn the 

• Momi was chief of a numerous tribe, in the days of Fingal, 
and his father CJomhal. The last mentioned hero was killed in 
battle against Morai*s tribe ; but the valour and conduct of Fin- 
gal reduced them, at last, to obedience. We find the two he- 
roes perfectly reconciled in this poem. 

t Stra'-mon6, stream of the hill. Here the proper name of 
a rivulet in the neighbourhood of Selroa. 

VOL. II. L 
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dark stream of danger away; renown dwells on their 
aged hairs. Dost tliou not see^ O Gaul ! how the 
steps of my age are honoured > Momi mores forth^ 
and the young meet him^ with awe^ and turn their 
eyes, with silent joy, on his course. But I never 
£ed from danger, my son ! my sword lightened thro* 
the darkness of war. The stranger melted before me; 
the mighty were blasted m my presence." 

Gaul brought the arms to Morni : the aged warrior 
is covered with steel. He took the spear in his hand, 
which was stained with the blood of the valiant. He 
came towards Fingal, his son attended his steps. The 
son of Comhal arose before him with joy, when be 
came in his locks of age. 

" Chief of roaring Strumon !" said the rising soul 
of Fingal ; " do 1 behold thee in arms, after thy 
strength has failed ? Often has Momi shone in fight, 
like the beam of the ascending sun -, when he disperses 
the storms of the hill, and brings peace to the glitter- 
ing fields. But why didst thou not rest in thine age ? 
Thy renown is in the song. The people behold thee, 
and bless the departure of mighty Morni. Why didst 
thou not rest in thine age ? The foe will vanish be- 
fore Fingal !" 

" Son of Comhal," replied the chief, " the strength 
of Momi*s arm has failed. I attempt to draw the 
sword of my youth, but it remains in its place. 1 
throw the spear, but it fells short of the mark. I 
feel the weight of my shield. We decay like the grass 
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of the hill : oar strength returns no more. I have a 
son, O Fingal ! his soul has delighted in Morni's 
deeds ; but his sword has not been lifted against a 
foe, neither has his feme begun. I come with him 
to war J to direct his arm in fight. His renown will 
be a light to my soul, in the dark hour of my depar- 
ture. O diat the name of Momi were forgot among 
the people ! that the heroes would only say, *' Behold 
the father of Gaul!" 

'' King of Strumon/' Fingal replied, '' Gaul shall 
lift the sword in fight. But he shall lift it before 
Pingal 5 my arm shall defend his youth. But rest 
thou in the halls of Selma ; and hear of our renown. 
Bid the harp to be strung, and the voice of the bard 
to arise, that those who fall may rejoice in their fame j 
and the soul of Momi brighten with joy. Ossian ! 
thou hast fought in battles : the blood of strangers is 
on thy spear : thy course be with Gaul, in the strife 5 
but depart not from the side of Fingal ! lest the foe 
should find you alone, and your fame fail in my pre- 
sence. 

" 1 saw * Gaul In his arms j my soul was mixcfd 
with his. The fire of the battle was in his eyes ! he 
looked to the foe with joy. We spoke the words of 
friendship in secret -, the lightning of our swords 
poured together i for we drew them behind the 

• Ossian speaks. The contrast between the old and young 
heroes k strongly marked. The circumstance of the latter's 
drawing their swords is well imagined, and agrees with the im- 
patience of young soldiers, just entered upon action. 
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wood, and tri^ the strength of our arms on the 

empty air.'* 

Night came down on Morvcn. Fingal sat at the 
beam of the oak. Morni sat by his side with all his 
grey waving locks. Their words were of other times, 
of the mighty deeds of their fathers. Three bards, at 
times, touched the harp : UUin was near with his 
song. He sung of the mighty Comhal ; but dark- 
ness * gathered on Morni 's brow. He rolled his red 
eye on Ullin : at once ceased the song of the bard. 
Fingal observed the aged hero, and he mildly spoke. 
" Chief of Struroon, why that darkness ? Let the 
days of other years be forgot. Our fathers contended 
in war ; but we meet together, at the feast. Our 
swords are turned on the foe of our land : he melts 
before us on the field. Let the days of our fathers be 
forgot, hero of mossy Strumon !'* 

" King of Morven," replied the chief, '* I remem- 
ber thy father with joy. He was terrible in battle; 
the rage of the chief was deadly. My eyes were full 
of tears, when the king of heroes fell. The valiant 
fall, O Fmgal ! the feeble remain on the hills ! How 
many heroos have passed away, in the days of Morni ! 
Yet I did not shun the battle -, neither did I fly from' 

• Ullin had chosen ill the subject of his song. The dark- 
ness which gathered on Morni* s brow, did not proceed from any 
dislike he had to Comhars name, though they were foes, but 
from his fear that the song would awaken Fingal to a remem- 
brance of the feuds which had subsisted of old between the 
families. Fingal's speech on this occasion abounds with geoe^ 
fosity and good sense. 
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the strife of the valiant. Now let the friends of Fin* 
gal rest 5 for the night is around j that they may rise, 
with strength, to battle against car-borne Lathmon. 
I hear the sound of his host, like thunder moving on 
the hills. Ossian I and fair-haired Gaul ! ye are 
young and swift in the race. Observe the foes of 
Fingai from that woody hill. But approach them not^ 
your fathers are not near to shield you. Let not your 
fame fall at once« The valour of youth may fail !" 

We heard the words of the chief with joy. We 
moved in the clang of our arms. Our steps are on 
the woody hill. Heaven bums with all its stars. The 
meteors of death fly over the field. The distant noise 
of the foe reached our ears. It was then Gaul spoke, 
in his valour : his hand half-unsheathed the sword. 

'' Son of Fingai !" he said, " why bums the soul 
of Gaul ? My heart beats high. My steps are dis- 
ordered J my hand trembles on my sword. When I 
look towards the foe, my soul lightens before me. I 
see their sleeping host. Tremble thus the souls of the 
valiant in battles of the spear ? How would the soul 
of Morni rise if we should rash on the foe ! Our re- 
nown would grow ib song: Our steps would be 
stately in the eyes of the brave.** 

" Son of Morni," I replied, *' my soul delights in 
war. I delight to shine in battle alone, to give my 
name to the bards. But what if the foe should pre- 
vail j can I behold the eyes of the king? They are 
terrible in his displeasure, and Tike the flames of death. 
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But I will not behold them in his wrath ! Ossian shall 
prevail or fall. But shall the fame of the vanquished 
rise ? They pass like a shade away. But the &me of 
Ossian shall rise ! His deeds shall be like his father's. 
Let us rush in our arms j son c£ Morni, let us m^ 
to fight. Gaul ! if thou shouldst return, go to Sd- 
ma's lofty hall. Tell to Evirallin that I fell with fame; 
carry this sword to Branno*s daughter. Let her give 
it to Oscar, when the years of his youth shall arise." 

*' Son of Fingal," Gaul replied with a sighj *' shall 
I return after Ossian is low ? What would my father 
say, what Fingal the king of men ? The feeble 
would turn their eyes and say, *' Behold Gaul who 
left his friend in his blood !" Ye shall not behold me, 
ye feeble, but in the midst of my renown ! Ossian ! 
I have heard from my father the mighty deeds of he- 
roes 5 their mighty deeds when alone; for the soul in- 
creases in danger.** 

'* Son of Morni," I replied, and strode before him 
on the heath, '^ our fathers shall praise our valour, 
when they mourn our fall. A beam of gladness shall 
rise on their souls, when their eyes are full of tears. 
They will say, ^' Our sons hav6 not fallen unknown : 
they spread death around them." But why should 
we think of the narrow house ? The sword defends 
the brave. But death pursues the flight of the feeble 5 
their renown is never heard." 

We rushed forward thro* night ; we came to the 
roar of a stream, which bent its blue course round the 



A P O E M. 151 

foe, . thro' trees that echoed to its sound. We came 
to the bank of the stream^ and saw the sleeping host. 
Their fires were decayed on the plain $ the lonely 
steps of their scouts were distant far. I stretched my 
spear befcare me to sr^port my steps over the stream. 
But Gaul Uxk my hand, and spoke the words of the 
brave. " Shall the son of Fingal rush on the sleeping 
foe ? Shall he come like a blast by nighty when it 
overturns the young trees in secret ? Fingal did not 
thus recdve his feme, nor dwells renown on the grey 
hairs of Momi, fear actions like these. Strike, Ossian, 
strike the shield, and let their thousands rise 1 Let 
them meet Gaul iji his first battle, that he may try the 
strength of his arm." 

My soul rejoiced over the warrior : my bursting 
tears came down. *' And the foe shall meet thee, 
Gaul V* I said : *' the feme of Momi's son shall arise. 
But rush not too far, my hero : let the gleam of thy 
steel be near to Ossian. Let our hands join in slaugh- 
ter. Gaul ! dost thou not behold that rock ? Its 
grey side dimly gleams to the stars. Should the foe 
prevail, let our back be towards the rock. Then shall 
they fear to approach our spears 5 for death is in our 
hands!" 

I struck thrice my echoing shield. Tlie<«tarting foe 
arose. We rushed on in the sound of our arms. Thei/ 
crowded steps fly over the heath. They thought that 
the mighty Fingal was come. The strength of their 
arms withered away. The sound of their, fiight was 
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like that of flame^ when it rashes thro' the bj isted 
groves. It was then the spear of Gaul flew in its 
strength ; it was then his sword arose. Cremor fell; 
and mighty Leth. Dunthormo straggled in his blood. 
The steel rushed thro* Crotho's side^ as bent, he rose 
on his spear 3 the black stream poured from the 
wounds and hissed on the half-extinguished oak. 
Cathmin saw the steps of the hero behind him, he 
ascended a blasted tree j but the spear pierced him 
from behind. Shrieking, panting, he fell. Moss and 
withered branches pursue his fall, and strew the blue 
arms of Gaul. 

Such were tliy deeds, son of M orai, in the first of 
thy battles. Nor slept the sword by thy side, thou 
last of Fingal's race ! Ossian roshed forward in his 
strength 5, the people fell before him; as the grass 
by the staff of the boy, when he whistles along the 
field, and the grey beard of the thistle falls. But 
careless the youth moves on 3 his steps are towards 
the desert. Grey morning rose around us 5 the wind- 
ing streams are bright along the heath. The foe 
gathered on a hill 3 and the rage of Lathmon rose. 
He bent the red eye of his wrath : he is silent in 
his rising ^ief. He often strack his bossy shield 5 
and his steps are unequal on the heath. I saw the 
distant darkness of the hero, and I spoke to Mor- 
ni's son. 

'^ Car-borne chief of Strumon, dost thou behold 
the foe ? They gather on the hill in their wrath. Let 
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oar steps be towards the king.* He shall rise in his 
strength, and the host of Lathmon vanish. Our fame 
is around us, warrior, the eyes of the aged f will re- 
joice. But let us fly, son of Momi, Lathmon de- 
scends the hill." *' Then let our steps be slow," re- 
plied the fair-haired Gaul ; " lest the foe say, with a 
smile^ " Behold the warriors of night. They are, 
like ghosts, terrible in darkness; they melt away 
before the beam of the east." Ossian, take the 
shield of Gormar who fell beneath thy spear. The aged 
heroes will rejoice beholding the deeds of their sons.*' 
Such were our words on the plain, when Sul- 
math X came to car-borne Lathmon : Sulmath chief 
of Dutha at the dark-rolling stream of Duvranna.|| 
" "Why dost thou not rush, son of Nuath, with a 
thousand of thy heroes ? Why dost thou not descend 
with thy host, before the warriors fly ? Their blue 
arms are beaming to the rising light, and their steps 
are before us on the heath !*' 

*^ Son of the feeble hand^" said Lathmon, " shall 
my host descend ! They are but two, son of Dutha ! 
shall a thousand lift their steel I Nuath would mourn, 

in his hall, for the departure of his fame. His eyes 

f 
♦ Fingal. f Fingal and Momi. 

X Suil-rahath, a man of good eyC'Sight, 

H Dubh-bhranna, dark mountain' stream, A river in Scot-' 
land, which falls into the sea at Banff, still retains the 
name of Duvran. If that is meant in this passage, Lath- 
mon must have been a prince of the Pictish nation, or those 
Caledonians who inhabited of old the eastern coast of Scot- 
land. 
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would turn from Latlimon^ when the tread of his 
feet approached. Go thou to the heroes^ chief of 
Dutha I I behold the stately steps of Ossian. His 
fame is worthy of my sted ! let us contend in fight." 

The noble Sulmath came. I rejoiced in the words 
of the king. I raised the shield on my arm ; Gaul 
placed in my hand the sword of Momi. We returned 
to the murmuring stream ; Lathmon came down in 
his strength. His dark host rolled^ like clouds, behind 
him : but the son of Nuath was bright in his steel ! 

" Son of Fingal," said the hero, '' thy fame has 
grown on our £dl. How many lie there of my peo* 
pie by thy hand, thou king of men! Lift now 
thy spear against Lathmon } lay the son of Nuath 
low ! Lay him low among his warriors, - or thou 
thyself must fall ! It shall never be told in my 
halls that my people fell in my presence; that 
they fell in the presence of Lathmon when his 
sword rested by his side : the blue eyes of Cutha 
would roll in •tears 5 her steps be lonely in the vales 
* of Dunlathmon!*' 

*♦ Neither shall it be told," I replied, '* tliat the 
ion of Fingal fled. Were his steps covered with 
darkness, yet would not Ossian fly ! his soul would 
meet him and say, " Does the bard of Selma fear the 
foe ?** " No : he does not fear the foe. His joy is 
in the midst of battle !" 

Lathmon came on with his spear. He pierced the 
shield of Ossian. I felt the cold steel by my side. 
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I drew the sword of Momi. I cut the spear in 
twain. The bright point fell glittering on earth. 
The son of Nuath burnt in his wrath. He lifted 
high his sounding shield* His dark eyes rolled 
above it, as bending forward, it shone like a gate 
of brass ! But Ossian's spear pierced the brightness 
of its bosses, and sunk in a tree that rose behind. 
The shield hung on the quivering lance ! but Lath- 
mon still advanced ! Gaul foresaw the fall of the 
chief. He stretched his buckler before my sword ; 
when it descended, in a stream of light, over the 
king of Dunlathmon I 

Lathmon beheld the son of Morni. The tear 
started from his eye. He threw the sword of his 
fathers on earth, and spoke the words of the brave. 
*' Why should Lathmon fight against the first of 
men? Your souls are beams from heaven 5 your 
swords the flames of deatli ! Who can equal the re- 
nown of the heroes, whose deeds are so great in 
youth ? O that ye were in the halls of Nuath, in the 
green dwelling of Lathmon ! then would my father 
say, that his son did not yield to the weak : But who 
comes, a mighty stream, along the echoing heath ? 
the little hills are troubled before him ^ a thousand 
ghosts are on the beams of his steel ^ the ghosts of 
those who are to fall,* by the arm of the king 
of resounding Morven. Happy art thou, O Fingal ! 

* It, was thought, in Ossian's time, that each pcirson had 
his attending spirit. The traditions concerning this opinion are 
dark and unsatisfactory. 
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thy sons shall fight thy wars. They go forth before 
thee 5 they return with the steps of their renown I" 

Fingal came> in his mildness, rejoicing in secret 
over the deeds of his son. Morni's face brightened 
with gladness ; his aged eyes look faintly through 
tears of joy. We came to the halls of Selma. 
We sat around the feast of shells. The maids of 
song came into our presence, and the mildly blush- 
ing Evirallin ! Her hair spreads on her neck of 
snow^ her eye rolls in secret on Ossian. She touched 
the harp of music ; we blessed the daughter of Branno ! 

Fingal rose in his place, and spoke to Lathmon 
king of spears. The sword of Trenmor shook by 
his side, as high he raised his mighty arm. '^ Son 
of Nuath," he said, " why dost thou search for 
fame in Morven ? We are not of the race of the 
feeble 5 our swords gleam not over the weak. When 
did we rouse thee, O Lathmon ! with the sound 
of war ? Fingal does not delight in battle, though 
his arm is strong ! My renown grows on the fall 
of the haughty. The light of my steel pours on the 
proud in arms. The battle comes ! and the tombs 
of the valiant rise 5 tlie tombs of my people rise, 
O my fathers ! I at last must remain alone 1 But I 
will remain renowned; the departure of my soul 
shall be a stream of light. Lathmon ! retire to thy 
place ! Turn thy battles to otlier lands ! The race 
of Morven are renowned 3 their foes are the sons 
of the unhappy V* 
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A POEM* 

ARGUMKNT. 

It may not be improper here, to give the story which is the 
foundation of this poem, as it is handed down by tradition. 
Usnoth lord of Etha, which is probably that part of Argyle- 
shire which is near Loch Eta« an arm of the sea in* Lorn, 
had three sons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan, by Slissama, 
the daughter of Semo, and sister to the celebrated CuthulHn. 
The three brothers, when very young, were sent over to Ire- 
land, by their father, to learn the use of arms, under their 
uncle, CuthuUin, who made a great figure in that kingdom. 
They were just landed in Ulster When the news of Cuthullin's 
death arrived. Nathos, though very young, took the com- 
mand of Cuthttllin's army, made head against Cairbar the 
usurper, and defeated him in several battles. Cairbar at last 
having found means to murder Cormac the lawful king, the 
army of Nathos shifted sides, and he himself was obliged to 
return into Ulster, in order to pass over into Scotland. 

Dar-thula, the daughter of Colla, with whom Cairbar was 
in love, resided, at that time, in Selima, a castle in Ulster: 
she saw, fell in love, and fled with Nathos ; but a storm 
rising at sea, they were unfortunately driven back on that 
part of the coast of Ulster, where Cairbar was encamped with 
his army. The three brothers, after having defended them* 
selves, for some time, with great bravery, were overpowered 
and slain, and the unfortunate Darthula killed herself upon 
the body of her beloved Nathos. 

The poem opens, on the night preceding the death of the 
sons of Usnoth, and brings in, by way of episode, what 
passed before. It relates the death of Dar-thula dififerently 
from the common tradition ; this account is the most pro- 
bable, as suicide seems to have been unknown in those early 
times : for no traces of it are found in the old poetry. 
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Daughter of heaven^ fair art thou ! the silence 
of thy face is pleasant ! Thou comest forth in loveli- 
ness. The stars attend thy blue course in the east. 
The clouds rejoice in thy presence^ O moon ! They 
brighten their dark-brown sides. Who is like thee in 
heaven, light of the silent night? The stars are 
ashamed in thy presence. They turn away their spark- 
ling eyes. Whither dost thou retire from thy course, 
when the darkness of thy countenance grows ? Hast 
thou thy hall, like Ossian ? Dwellest thou in the sha- 
dow of grief ? Have thy sisters fallen from heaven? 
Are they who rejoiced with thee, at night, no more? 
Yes ! they have fallien, fair light ! and thou dost 
often retire to mourn. But thou thyself shalt fail, 
one night ; and leave thy blue path in heaven. The 
stars will then lift their heads : they, who were 
ashamed in thy presence, will rejoice. Thou art now 
clothed with thy brightness. Look from thy gates in 
the sky. Burst the cloud, O wind ! that the daugh- 
ter of night may look forth ! that the shaggy moun- 
tains may brighten, and the ocean roll its white waves, 
in light. 

Nathos * is on the deep, and Althos, that beam of 
youth. Ardan is near his brothers. They move in 
the gloom of their course. The sons of Usnoth move 
in darkness, from the wrath of Cairbarf of Erin. 

* Nathos signifies youthful, Ailthos, esdjuisite beauty f Ar- 
dan, pri4e» 

f Cairbar, who mardered Cormac king of Ireland, and usurp- 
ed the throne. He was afterwards killed by Oscar the son of 
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Who is that, dim by their side ? The night has 
covered her beauty ! Her hait sighs on ocean's wind. 
Her robe streams in dusky wreaths. She is like the 
fair spirit of heaven in the midst of his shadowy mist. 
Who is it but Dar-thuk,* the first of £rin*8 maids ? 
She has fled from the love of Cairbar, with blue- 
shielded Nathos. But the winds deceive thee, O 
Dar-thula ! They deny the woody Etha, to thy sails. 
These are not the mountains of Nathos 5 nor is that 
the roar of his climbing waves. The halls of Cairbar 
are near : the towers of the foe lift their heads ! Erin 
stretches its green head into the sea. Tura's bay re- 
ceives the ship. Where have ye been, ye southern 
winds ! when the sons of my love were deceived ? 
But ye have been sporting on plains, pursuing the 
thistle's beard. O that ye had been rustling in the 
sails of Nathos, till the hills of Etha arose ! till they 
arose in their clouds, and saw their returning chief!. 
Long hast thou been absent, Nathos ! The day of thy 
return is past ! 

But the land of strangers saw thee, lovely ! thou 
wast lovely in the eyes of Dar-thula. Thy face was 
like the light of the morning. Thy hair like the 
raven's wing. Thy soul was generous and mild, like 

Ossian in a single combat. The poet, upon other occasioni, 
gives him the epithet of red-haired. 

* Dar-thiila» otDB,Tt-*huTi[Cf a woman with Jtne eyes. She 
was the most famous beauty of antiquity. To this day, when 
a woman is praised for her beauty, thccommoa phrase is, that 
she is as lovely as Davihula. 
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the hour of the setting sun. Thy words were the 
gale of the reeds ; the gliding stream of Lora ! But 
when the rage of battle rose^ thou wast a sea in a 
storm. The clang of thy arms was terrible : the host 
vanished at the sound of thy course. It was then 
Dar-thula beheld thee, from the top of her mossy 
tower: from the tower of Sel^ma,* where her fathers 
dwelt. 

*' Lovely art thou, O stranger !" she said, for her 
trembling soul arose. '^ Fair art thou in thy battles, 
friend of the fallen Cormac !f Why dost thou rush on, 
in thy valour, youth of the ruddy look ? Few are thy 
hands, in £ght, against the dark-browed Cairbar ! O 
that I might be freed from his love ! J that I might re- 
joice in the presence of Nathos ! Blest are the rocks 
of Etha ! they will behold his steps at the chace ! 
they will see his white bosom, when the winds lift 
his flowing hair !*' Such were thy words, Dar-thula, 
in Selama*s mossy towers. But, now, the night is 
around thee. The winds have deceived thy sails* 
The winds have deceived thy sails, Dar-thula ! Their 
blustering sound is high . Cease a little while, O north 

• The word signifies cither leautiful to behold, or a place 
with a pleasant or wide prospect. In early times, they built 
their houses upon eminences, to command a view of the coun- 
try, and to prevent their being surprized ; many of them, on 
that account, were called Sel&ma. The famous Selma of Fin- 
gal is derived from the same root. 

t Cormac the young king of Ireland, who was privately 
murdered by Cairbar. 

J That is, of the love of Cairbar. 



A P O E M . I6l 

wind! Let me hear the voice of the lovely. Thy voice 
is lovely, Dar-thula, between the rustling blasts 1 

" Are these the rocks of Nathos ?** she said, '* This 
the roar of his mountain-streams ? Comes that beam 
of light from Usnoth's nightly hall ? The mist spreads 
around -, the beam is feeble and distant far. But the 
light of Dar-thula's soul dwells in the chief of Etha ! 
Son of the generous Usnoth, why that broken sigh ? 
Are we in the land of strangers, chief of echoing 
Etha !" 

" These are not the rocks of Nathos," he replied, 
" nor this the roar of his streams. No light comes 
from Etha's halls, for they are distant far. We are 
in the land of strangers, in the land of cruel Cairbar. 
The winds have deceived us, Dar-thula. Erin lifts 
here her hills. Go towards the north, Althos : be 
thy steps, Ardan, along the coast; that the foe may 
not come in darkness, and our hopes of Etha fail.'* 
*' 1 will go towards that mossy tower, to see who 
dwells about the beam. Rest, 'Dar-thula, on the 
shore ! rest in peace, thou lovely light ! the sword 
of Nathos is around thee, like the lightning of 
heaven !" 

He went. She sat alone ; she heard the rolling of 
the wave. The big tear is in her eye. She looks for 
returning Nathos. Her soul trembles at the blast. 
She turns her ear towards the tread of his feet. The 
tread of his icjti is not heard. " Where art thou, 
son of my love 1 The roar of the blast is around me. 

VOL. If. M 
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Dark is the cloudy night. But Nadios does not re^ 
turn. What detains thee, chief of Etha ? Have the 
foes met the hero in the strife of the night ?" 

He returned, but his face was dark. He had seen 
his departed friend ! It was the wall of Tura. The 
ghost of CuthuUin stalked there alone : The sighing 
of his breast was frequent. The decayed flame of 
his eyes was terrible ! His spear was a column of mist. 
The stars looked dim thro* his form. His voice was 
like hollow wind in a cave : his eye a light seen afar. 
He told the tale of grief. The soul of Nathos was 
sad, like the sun in the day of mist, when his face is 
watry and dim. 

" Why art thou sad, O Nathos ?" said the lovely 
daughter of Colla. '' Thou art a pillar of light to 
Dar:thula. The joy of her eyes is in Etha*s chief. 
Where is my friend, but Nathos ? My father, my 
brother is fallen ! Silence dwells on Selima. Sadness 
spreads on the blue streams of my land. My friends 
have fallen, with Cormac. The mighty were slain 
in the battles of Erin. Hear, son of Usnoth ! hear, 
O Nathos ! my tale of grief. 

'* Evening darkened on the plain. The blue 
steams failed before mine eyes. The unfrequent blast 
came rustling, in the tops of Selama's groves. My 
seat was beneath a tree, on the walls of my fathers. 
Truthil past before my soul : the brother of my love : 
He that was absent in battle, against the haughty 
Cairbar! Bending on his spear^ the grey-haired 
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CoUa came. His downcast face is dark, and sor- 
row dwells in his soul. His sword is on the side 
of the hero : the helmet of his fathers on his head. 
The battle grows in his breast. He strives to hide > 
the tear." 

" Dar-thula, my daughter/* he said, '^ thou art 
the last of Colla's race ! Truthil is fallen in battle. 
The chief of Selama is no more ! Cairbar comes, with 
his thousands, towards Selama's walls. Colla will 
meet his pride, and revenge his son. But where 
shall 1 find thy safety, Dar-thula with the dark-brown 
hair ! thou art lovely as the sun-beam of heaven, and 
thy friends are low !** " Is the son of battle fallen," 
I said, with a bursting sigh ? Ceased the generous 
soul of Truthil to lighten thro* the field ? My safety, 
Colla, is in that bow. I have learned to pierce the 
deer. Is not Cairbar, like the hart of the desert, fa- 
dier of fallen Truthil ?** 

*' The face of age brightened with joy. The 
crowded tears of his eyes poured down. The lips of 
Colla trembled. His grey beard whistled in the blast. 
" Thou art the sister of Truthil," he said 5 " thou 
bumest in the fire of his soul. Take, Dar-thula, 
take that spear, that brazen shield, that burnished 
helm : they are the spoils of a warrior, a son of early 
youth ! When the light rises on Seldma, we go to 
meet the car-borne Cairbar. But keep thou near the 
arm of Colla, beneath the shadow of my shield. Thy 
father, Dar-thula, could once defend thee 5 but age 
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is trembling on his hand. The strength of his arm 
has failed. His soul is darkened with grief.** 

'' We passed the night in sorrow. The light of 
morning rose. I shone in the arms of battle. The 
grey-haired hero moved before. The sons of Selama 
convened^ around the sounding shield of Colla. Eat 
few were they in the plain, and their locks were grey. 
The youths had fallen with Truthil, in the battle of 
car-borne Cormac. " Friends of my youth !** said 
Colla, " it was not thus you have seen me in arms. 
It was not thus I strode to battle, when the great Con- 
fadan fell. But ye are laden with grief. The dark- 
ness of age comes like the mist of the desert. My 
shield is worn with years ! my sword is fixed * in its 
place I I said to my soul, thy evening shall be calm : 
Thy departure like a fading light. But the storm has 
returned. I bend like an aged oak. My boughs are 
fallen on Selama. I tremble in my place. Where 
art thou, with thy fallen heroes, O my beloved Tru- 
thil ! Thou answerest not from thy rushing blast. 
The soul of thy father is sad. But I will be sad no 
more, Cairbar or Colla must fall ! I feel the return- 
ing strength of my arm. My heart leaps at the sound 
of war." 

*' The hero drew his sword. The gleaming blades 

* It was the custom of ancient times, that every warrior at 
a certain age, or when he became unfit for the field, fixed his 
arms, in the great hall, where the tribe feasted upon joyful oc- 
casions. He was afterwards never to appear in battle ; and this 
stage of life was called the time ofjixi'ng of the arms. 
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of his people rose. They moved along the plain. 
Their grey hair streamed in the wind. Cairbar sat 
at the feast, in the silent plain ef Lona.* He saw 
the coming of the heroes. He called his chiefs to 
war. Why f should I tell to Nathos, how the strife 
of battle grew ? I have seen thee, in the midst of 
thousands, like the beam of heaven *s fire: it is beau- 
tiful, but terrible 3 the people fall in its dreadfld 
course. The spear of Colla flew. He remembered 
the battles of his youth. An arrow came with its 
sound. It pierced the hero's side. He fell on his 
echoing shield. My soul started with fear. I stretched 
my buckler over him 5 but my heaving breast was 
seen ! Cairbar came, with his spear. He beheld Se- 
lama's maid. Joy rose on his dark-brown face. He 
stayed the. lifted steel. He raised the tomb of Colla. 
He brought me weeping to Selama. He spoke the 
words of love, but my soul was sad. I saw the 
shields of my fathers ; the sword of car-borne Tru- 
tliil. I saw the arms of the dead 3 the tear was on 
my cheek ! Then thou didst come, O Nathos ! and 
gloomy Cairbar fled. He fled like the ghost of the 

♦ Lona, a marshy plain. Cairbar had just provided an en- 
tertainment for his array, upon the defeat of Truthil the son of 
Colla, and the rest of the party of Cormac, when Colla and his 
aged warriors arrived to give "him battle. 

+ The poet, by an artifice, avoids the description of the 
battle X)f Lona, as it would be improper in the mouth of a 
woman, and could have nothing new, after the numerous de- 
scriptions, of that kind, in the rest of the poems. He, at the 
same time, gives an opportunity to Dar-thula to pass a fine com- 
pliment on her lover. 
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desert before the morning's beam. His host was ndt 
near: and feeble was his arm against thy steel ! Why 
art thou sad, O Nathos ? said the lovely daughter of 
Colla." 

" I have met," replied the hero, '• the battle in 
my youth. My arm could not lift the spear, when 
danger first arose. My soul brightened in the pre- 
sence of war, as the green narrow vale, when the 
sun pours his streamy beams, before he hides his head 
in a storm. The lonely traveller feels a mournful 
joy. He sees the darkness, that slowly comes. My 
soul brightened in danger before I saw Selama's fair ; 
before 1 saw thee, like a star, that shines on the hill, 
at night: the cloud advances, and threatens the 
lovely light ! We are in the land of foes. The winds 
have deceived us, Dar-thula ! The strength of our 
friends is not near, nor the mountains of £tha. 
Where shall I find thy peace, daughter of mighty 
Colla ! The brothers of Nathos are brave ! and his 
own sword has shone in fight. But what are the 
sons of Usnoth to the host of dark-browed Cairbar ! 
O that the winds had brought thy sails, Oscar, * king 
of men ! Thou didst promise to come to the battles 
of fallen Cormac ! Then would my hand be strong, 
as the flaming arm of death. Cairbar would tremble 
in his halls, and peace dwell round the lovely Dar- 

. ♦ Oscar, the son of Ossian, had long resolved on the ezpe> 
dition into Ireland, against Cairbar, who had assassinated his 
friend Cathol,-theson of Moraii, an Irishman fo noble extrac- 
tion, and in the interest of the family of Cormac. 
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thula. But why dost thou fall, my soul ? The sons 
of Usnoth may prevail !** 

'^ And they will prevail, O Nathos!" said the 
rising soul of the maid. *' Never shall Dar- thula be- 
hold the halls of gloomy Cajrbar. Give me those 
arms of brass, that glitter to the passing meteor. I 
see them dimly in the dark-bosomed ship. Dar-thula 
will enter the battle of steel. Ghost of the noble 
Colla ! do I behold thee on that cloud? Who is 
that dim beside thee ? Is it the car-borne Truthil > 
Shall I behold the halls of him that slew Selama's 
chief ? No : I will not behold them, spirits of my 
love!'' 

Joy rose in the face of Nathos, when he heard 
the white-bosomed maid. "Daughter of SeMma! 
thou shinest along my soul. Come, with thy thou- 
sands, Cairbar ! the strength of Nathos is returned \ 
Thou, O aged Usnoth ! shalt not hear that thy son 
has fled. 1 remember thy words on Etha ; when my 
sails began to rise: when I spread them towards 
Erin, towards the mossy walls of Tura ! " Thou 
goest," he said, " O Nathos, to the king of shields ! 
Thou goest to CuthuUin, chief of men, who never 
fled from danger. Let not tliine arm be feeble : nei- 
ther be thy thoughts of flight -, lest the son of Semo 
should say, that Etha's race are weak. His words 
may come to Usnoth, and sadden his soul in the 
hall." The tear was on my father's cheek. He gaye 
this shining sword I 
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'' I came to Tura's bay : but the halls of Tura 
were silent. I lodged around, and there was none 
to tell of the son of gjenerous Semo. I went to the 
ball of shells, where the arms of his fathers hung. 
But the arms were gone, and aged Lamhor * sat in 
tears. *' Whence are the arms of steel ?" said the 
rising Lamhor. '' The light of the spear has long 
been absent from Tura's dusky walls. Come ye 
from the rolling sea ? Or from Temora*s f mournful 
halls ?'* 

'' We come from the sea," I said, " from Us- 
noth's rising towers^ We are the sons of Slis- 
sama,J the daughter of car -borne Semo. Where is 
Tura's chief, son c^ the silent hall ? But why should 
Nathos ask ? for I behold thy tears. How did the 
mighty fell, son of the lonely Tura? " He fell 
not," Lamhor replied, '* like the silent star of night, 
when it flies thro' darkness and is no more. But he 
was like a meteor that shoots into a distant land. 
Death attends its dreary course. Itself is the sign of 
wars. Mournful are the banks of Lego 5 and the 
roar of streamy Lara ! There the hero feU, son of 
the noble Usnoth !" *< The hero fell in the midst 

* Lamh-mhor, mighty hand, 

f Temora was the residence of the supreme kings of Ire- 
land. It is here called mournful, on accounPof the death of 
Cormac, who was murdered there by Cairbar, who usurped his 
throne. 

Z Slis-seamha, soft bosom. She was the wife of Usnoth^ 
and daughter of Semo the chief of the isle ofmisU 
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of slaughter/* I said with a bursting sigh. " His 
hand was strong in war. Death dimly sat behind 
his sword.*' 

We came to Lego's soanding banks. We found 
lus rising tomb. His friends in battle are there : his 
bards of many songs. Three days we mourned over 
the hero : on the fourth, I struck the shield of Caith- 
bat. The heroes gathered around with joy, and 
shook their beamy spears. Corlath was near with his 
host, the friend of car-borne Cairbar. We came 
like a stream by night. His heroes fell before us. 
When the people of the valley rose, they saw their 
blood with morning's light. But we rolled away, 
like wreaths of mist, to Cormac's echoing hall. Our 
swords rose to defend the king. But Temora*s halls 
were empty. Cormac had fallen in his youth. The 
king of Erin was no more ! 

Sadness seized the sons of Erin. They slowly, 
gloomily retired: like clouds that, long having 
threatened rain, vanish behind the hills. The sons of 
Usnoth moved, in their grief, towards Tura's sound- 
ing bay. We passed by SeMma. Cairbar retired 
like Lano's mist, when driven before the winds. It 
was then I beheld thee, O Dar-thula ! like the light 
of Etha's sun. '' Lovely is that beam !" I said. 
The crowded sigh of my bosom rose. " Thou earnest 
mthy beauty, Dar-thula, to Etha's mournful chief. 
But the winds have deceived us, daughter of CoUa, 
and the foe is near !" 
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" Yes, the foe is near," said the rashing strength 
of Althos.* '^ I heard their clanging arms on the 
coast. I saw the dnrk wreaths of £rin*s standard. 
Distinct is the voice of Cairbar.f Loud as Cromla's 
falling stream. He had seen the dark ship on the 
sea, before the dusky night came down. His people 
watch on Lena's plain. They lift ten thousand 
swords." •' And let them lift ten thousand swords," 
said Nathos with a smile. *' The sons of car-borne 
Usnoth will never tremble in danger ! Why dost thou 
roll with all thy foam, thou roaring sea of Erin ? 
Why do ye rustle, on your dark wings, ye whistling 
storms of the sky ? Do ye think, ye storms, that 
ye keep Nathos on the coast ? No : his soul detains 
him, children of the night ! Althos ! bring my fa- 
ther's arms : thou seest them beaming to the stars. 
Bring the spear of Semo.:^ It stands in the dark- 
bosomed ship !" 

• Althos had just returned from viewing the coast of Lena, 
whither he had been sent by Nathos, the beginning of the 
night. 

^ f Cairbar had gathered an army, to the coast of Ulster, in 
order to oppose Fingal, who prepared for an expedition into Ire- 
land to re-establish the house of Cormac on the throne, which 
Cairbar had usurped. Between the wings of Cairbar's army 
was the bay of Tura, into which the ship of the sons of Us- 
noth was driven : so that there was no possibility of their ^ 
escaping. 

t Semo was grandfather to Nathos by the mother's side. 
The spear mentioned here was given to Usnoth on his marriage, 
it being the custom then for the father of the lady to give bis 
arms to his son-in-law. 
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He brought the anns. Nathos covered his limbs^ 
in all their shining steel. The stride of the chief 
is lovely. The joy of his eyes was terrible. He 
looks towards the conniing of Cairbar. The wind 
is rustling in his hair. Dar-thula is silent at his 
side. Her look is fixed on the chief. She strives 
to hide the rising sigh. Two tears awell in her 
radiant eyes ! 

" Althos !'* said the chief of Etha. '' I see a cave 
in that rock. Place Dar-thula there. Let thy arm, 
my brother, be strong. Ardan ! we meet the foe ; 
call to battle gloomy Cairbar. O that he came in his 
sounding steel, to meet the son of Usnoth ! Dar- 
thula ! if thou shalt escape, look not on the fallen 
Nathos ! Lift thy sails, O Althos ! towards the echo- 
ing groves of my land. 

'* Tell the chief,* that his son fell with fame 5 
that my sword did not shun the fight. Tell him I 
fell in the midst of thousands. Let the joy of his 
grief be great. Daughter of Colla ! call the maids 
to Etha's echoing hall ! Let their songs arise for Na- 
thos, when shadowy autumn returns. O that the 
voice of Cona, that Ossian, might be heard in my 
praise I then would my spirit rejoice in the midst of 
the rushing winds." " And my voice shall praise 
thee, Nathos, chief of the woody Etha ! The voice 
of Ossian shall rise in thy praise, son of the gene- 
rous Usnoth ! Why was 1 not on Lena, when the 
• Usnoth. 
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battle rose ? Then would the sword of Ossian defend 
thee 5 or himself fall low I" 

We sat, that nighty in Selma round the strength 
of the shell. The wind was abroad, in the oaks. 
The spirit of the mountain * roared. The blast came 
rustling thro* the hall, and gently touched my harp. 
The sound was mournful and low, like the song of 
the tomb. Fingal heard it the first. The crowded 
sighs of his bosom rose. " Some of my heroes are 
low,'* said the grey-haired king of Morven. '^ I 
hear the sound of death on the harp. Ossian, touch 
the trembling string. Bid the sorrow rise ; that their 
spirits may fly, with joy, to Morven's woody hills V* 
1 touched the harp before the king, the sound was 
mournful and low. " Bend forward from your 
clouds," I said, '^ ghosts of my fathers ! bend. Lay 
by the red terror of your course. Receive the falling 
chief) whether he comes from a distant land, or rises 
from the rolling sea. Let his robe of mist be near; 
his spear that is formed of a cloud. Place an half- 
extinguished meteor by his side, in the form of the 
hero's sword. And, oh ! let his countenance be 
lovely, that his friends may delight in his presence. 
Bend from your clouds," I said, *^ ghosts of my fa- 
thers I bend!'' 

Such was my song, in Selma, to the lightly- 

* By the spirit of the mountain is meant that deep and me- 
lancholy sound which precedes a storm ; well known to those 
who live in a high country. ^ 
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trembling harp. But Natbos was on Erin's shore, 
surrounded by the night. He beard the voice of the 
foe, amidst the roar of tumbling waves. Silent he 
heard their voice, and rested on his spear I Morning 
rose, with its beams. The sons of Erin appear, like 
grey rocks, with all their trees, they spread along the 
coast. Cairbar stood in the midst. He grimly smiled 
when he saw the foe. Nathos rushed forward, in his 
strength: nor could Dar-thula stay behind. She 
came with the hero, lifting her shining spear. ^^ And 
who are these, in their armour, in the pride of youth ? 
Who but the sons of Usnoth, Altlios and dark- 
haired Arden ?** 

*' Come," said Nathos, " come ! chief of high 
Temora ! Let our battle be on the coast, for the 
white-bosomed maid. His people are not with Na- 
thos ; they are behind these roUing seas. Why dost 
thou bring thy thousands against the chief of Etha ? 
Thou didst fly * from him, in battle, when his friends 
were around his spear." *' Youth of the heart of 
pride, shall Erin's king fight with thee ? Thy fathers 
were not among the renowned, nor of the kings of 
men. Are the arms of foes in their halls ? Or the 
shields of other times ? Cairbar is renowned in Te- 
mora, nor does he fight with feeble meii !" 

The tear started from car-borne Natlios. He 
turned his eyes to his brothers. Their spears flew at 
once. Three heroes lay on earth. Then the light of 
• He alludes to the flight of Cairbar from Selama. 
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their swords gleamed on high. The ranks of £riii 
yield ; as a ridge of dark clouds before a blast of 
wind! Then Cairbar ordered his people, and they 
drew a thousand bows. A thousand arrows flew. 
The sons of Usnoth fell in blood. They fell like 
three young oaks, which stood alone on the hill: 
The traveller saw the lovely trees, and wondered how 
they grew so lonely : the blast of the desert came, 
by night, and laid their green heads low ; next day 
he returned, but they were withered, and the heath 
was bare ! 

Dar-thula stood in silent grief, and beheld their 
fall ! No tear is in her eye. But her look is wildly 
sad. Pale was her cheek. Her trembling lips broke 
short an half-formed word. Her dark hair flew on 
wmd. The gloomy Cairbar came. " Where is thy 
lover now ? the car-borne chief of Etha ? Hast'thou 
beheld the halls of Usnoth ? Or the dark-brown hills 
of Fingal ? My battle would have roared on Morven, 
had not the winds met Dar-thula. Fingal himself 
would have been low, and sorrow dwelling in Sel- 
ma!" Her shield fell from Dar-thula's arm. Her 
breast of snow appeared. It appeared j but it was 
stained with blood. An arrow was flxed in her side. 
She fell on the fallen Nathos, like a wreath of snow ! 
Her hair spreads wide on his face. Their blood is 
mixing round ! 

" Daughter of Colla ! thou art low !** said Cair- 
bar's hundred bards. '^ Silence is at the blue streams 
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of Selama. Truthil's* race have failed. When 
wilt thou rise in thy beauty, first of Erin's maids ? 
Thy sleep is long in the tomb. The morning distant 
far. The sun shall not come to thy bed and say, 
•' Awake Dar-thula ! awake, thou first of women ! 
the wind of spring is abroad. The flowers shake 
tlieir heads on the green hills. The woods wave their 
growing leaves. Retire, O sun ! the daughter of 
CoUa is asleep. She will not come forth in her 
beauty. She will not move in the steps of her love- 
liness !*' 

Such was the song of the bards, when they 
raised the tomb. I sung over the grave, when the 
king of Morven came ; when he came to green Erin 
to fight with car-borne Cairbar ! 

* Truthil was the founder of Dar-thula*s family. 



THE 

DEATH OF CUTHm.LIN; 

A POEM. 



Cuthullin, after the arms of Fingal h&d expelled $waran from 
Ireland, continued to manage the afiairs of that kingdom as 
the guardian of Cormac, the young king. In the third year 
of Cuthullin's administration, Torlath, the son of Cant^a, 
rebelled in Connaught ; and advanced to Temora to dethrone 
Cormac. CuthuUin marched against him, came up with 
him at the lake of Lego, and totally defeated his forces. "JTor- 
lath fell in battle by Cuthullin's hand ; but as he too eagerly 
pressed on the e|Kn|iy, he was mortally wounded. The 
afiairs of Cormac, though, for some time, supported by Na- 
thos, as mentioned in the preceding poem,' fell into confusion 
at the death of Cuthullin. Cormac himself was slain by the 
rebel Cairbar ; and the re-establishment of the royal family 
of Ireland by Fingal, furnishes the subject of .the epic. poem 
of Temora. 



'' Is the wind on the shield of Fingal ? Or is the 
voice of past times in my hall ? Sing on, sweet voice! 
for thou art pleasant. Thou carriest away my night 
with joy. Sing on, O Bragela, daughter of car-borne 
Sorglan ! 

^' It is the white wave of the rock, and not Cu- 
thuUin's sails. Often do the mists deceive me, for 

VOL. II. N 
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the ship of my love ! when they rise round some j 
and spread their grey skirts on the wind. Why dost 
thou delay thy coming, son of the generous Semo ? 
Four times has autumn returned with its winds, and 
raised the seas of Togonna,* since thou hast been in 
the roar of battles, and Bragela distant far ! Hills of 
the isle of mist ! when will ye answer to his hounds ? 
But ye are dark in your clouds. Sad Bragela calls in 
vain! Night comes rolling down. The face of ocean 
fails. The heath-cock's head is beneath his wing. 
The hind sleeps, with the hart of the desert. They 
shall rise with morning's light, and feed by the mossy 
stream. But my tears return with the sun. My 
sighs come on with the night. When wilt thou come 
dn thine arms, O chief of Erin's wars ?*' 

Pleasant is thy voice in Ossian's ear, daughter of 
car-borne Sorglan ! But retire to the hall of shells ? 
to the beam of the burning oak. Attend to the mur- 
mur of the sea : it rolls at Dunscai's walls : let sleep 
descend on thy blue eyes. Let the hero arise in thy 
dreams ! 

Cuthullin sits at Lego's lake, at the dark rolling of 
waters. Night is around the hero. His thousands 
spread on the heath. A hundred oaks burn, in the 

• Togorma, i. e, the island of blue waves, one of the He- 
brides, was subject to Connal, the son of Caithbat, CuthuUin's 
friend. He is sometimes called the son of Colgar, from one of 
that name who was the founder of the family. Connal, a few 
days before the news of Torlath's revolt came to Temora, had 
sailed to Togorma, his native isle ; where he was detained by 
contrary winds during the war in which Cuthullin was killed. 
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midst. The feast of shells is smoaking wide. Carril 
strikes the harp, beneath a tree. His grey locks 
glitter in the beam. The rustling blast of night is 
near, and lifts his aged hair. His song is of the blue 
Togorma, and of its chiefs Cuthullin's friend ! ' 
*' Why art thou absent, Connal, in the day of the 
gloomy storm ? The chiefs of the south have con- 
vened^ against the car-borne Cormac. The winds 
detain thy sails. Thy blue waters roll around thee. 
But Cormac is not alone. The son of Semo fights 
his wars ! Semo*s son his battles fights ! the terror of 
the stranger ! He that is like the vapour of death, 
slowly borne by sultry winds. The sun reddens in 
its presence: The people fall around.** 

Such was the song of Carril, when a son of the 
foe appeared. He threw down his pointless spear 
He spoke the words of Torlath ! Torlath, chief of he- 
roes, from Lego's sable surge ! He that led his thou- 
sands to battle, against car- borne Cormac. Cormac 
who was distant far, in Temora's* echoing halls : 
he learned to bend the bow of his fathers ; and to lift 
the spear. Nor long didst thou lift the spear, mildly- 
shining beam of youth ! death stands dim behind 
thee, like the darkened half of the moon, behind its 
growing light [ Cuthullin rose before the bard,f that 

* The royal palace of the Irish kings ; Teamhrath, accord- 
ing to some of the bards. 

f The bards were the heralds of ancient tiroes; and their 
persons were sacred on account of their office. In later times 
they abused that privilege ; and as their persons were inviolable, 
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came from generous Torlath. He offered him the 
shell of joy. He honoured the son of songs. " Sweet 
voice of Lego !*' he said^ '' what are the words of 
Torlath ? Comes he to our feast or battle, the car- 
borne son of Cant61a ?"* 

" He comes to thy battle," replied the bard, " to 
the sounding strife of spears. When morning is grey 
on Lego, Torlath will fight on the plain. Wilt thou 
meet him, in thine arms, king of the isle of mist ? 
Terrible is the spear of Torlath ! it is a meteor of 
night. He lifts it, and the people fall ! death sits in 
the lightning of his sword !" '' Do I fear," replied 
Cuthullin, " the spear of car-borae Torlath ? He is 
brave as a thousand heroes : but my soul delights in 
war ! The sword rests not by the side of Cuthullin, 
bard of the times of old ! Morning shall meet me on 
the plain, and gleam on the blue arms of Semo's son; 
But sit thou, on the heath, O bard ! and let us hear 
thy voice. Partake of the joyful shell ; and hear the 
songs of Tenaora !" 

'' This is no time," replied the bard, *' to hear 
the song of joy : when the mighty are to meet in 
battle, like the strength of the waves of Lego. Why 
art thou so dark, Slimora !f with all thy silent woods? 

they satirised and lampooned so freely those who were not liked 
by their patrons, that they became a public nuisance. Screened 
under the character of heralds, they grossly abused the enemy 
when he would not accept the terms they offered. 

• Cean-teola', head of a family. 

t Slia'mor, gr^ai hill. 
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No star trembles on thy top. No moon-beam on thy 
side. But the meteors of death are there : the grey 
watry forms of ghosts. Why art thou dark, Sli- 
mora ! with thy silent woods }" He retired, in the 
sound of hb song* Carril joined his voice. The 
music was like the memory of joys that are past, 
pleasant and moumfid to the soul. The ghosts of de- 
parted bards heard on Slimora's side. Soft sounds 
spread along the wood. The silent yalleys of night 
rejoice. So, when he sits in the silence of the day, 
in the valley of his breeze, the humming of the 
mountain bee comes to Ossian's ear : the gale drowns 
it in its course -, but the pleasant sound returns again ! 
Slant looks the sun on the field ! gradual grows the 
shade of the hill ! 

" Raise," said CuthuUin, to his hundred bards, 
^< the song of the noble Fingal : that song which he 
hears at night, when the dreams of his rest descend : 
when the bards strike the distant harp, and the faint 
light gleams on Selma's walls. Or let the grief of 
Lara rise : the sighs of the mother of Calmar,^ when 
he was sought, in vain, on his hills 3 when she be- 
held his bow in the hall. Carril, place the shield of 
Caithbat on that branch. Let die spear of Cuthullin 

* Calmar, the son of Matha. His death is related at large 
in the third book of Fingal. He was the only son of Matha; 
and the fiamily was extinct in him. The seat of the family was 
on the banks of the river Lara, in the neighbourhood of Lego, 
and probably near the place where Cuthullin lay ; which cir- 
cumstance suggested to him, the lamentation of Alcl6tha over 
her son. 
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be near ; that the sound of my batde may rise^ with 
the grey beam of the ed^t." The hero leaned on his 
father's shield : the song of Lara rose ! The hundred 
bards were distant far : Carril alone is near tlie chief. 
The words of the song w^re his : the sound of his 
harp was mournful. 

*' Alcletha * with the aged locks ! mother of car- 
borne Calmar ! why dost thou look towards the de- 
sert, to behold the return of thy son ? These are not 
his heroes^ dark on the heath : nor is that the voice 
of Calmar. It is but the distant grove, Alcletha! 
but the roar of the mountain wind !" *' Whof bounds 
over Lara's stream, sister of the noble Calmar ? Docs 
not Alcletha behold his spear ? But her eyts are dim ! 
Is it not the son of Matha, daughter of my love ?*' 

'^ It is but an aged oak, Alcletha !*' replied the 
lovely weeping Alona }. " It is but an oak, Alcle- 
tha, bent over Lara*s stream. But who comes along 
the plain ? sorrow is in his speed. He lifls high the 
spear of Calmar. Alcletha, it is covered with blood !" 
*' But it is covered with the blood of foes,l| sister of 
car- borne Calmar ! His spear never returned unstain- 
ed with blood : nor his bow from the strife of the 
mighty. The battle Is consumed in his presence : he 

* Ald-cla*tha, decaying heauly : probably a poetical name 
given the mother of Caimar, by the bard himself. 

f Alcletha speaks. Calmar had promised to return, by « 
certain day, and his mother and his sister Alona are represented 
as looking, with impatience, towards that quarter where tbey 
expected Calmar should make his first appearance. 

X Aliiine, exquisitely beautiful, \\ Alcletha speaks. 
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is a flame of death, Alona ! Youth * of the mournful 
speed ! where is the son of Aldetha ? Does he return 
witli his fame, in the midst of his echoing shields ? 
Thou art dark and silent I Calmar is then no more ! 
TeU me not, warrior, how he fell. I must not hear 
of his wound !" Why dost thou look towards the 
desert, mother of low-laid Calmar ? 

Such was the song of Carril, when Cuthullin lay 
on his shield. The hards rested on their harps. Sleep 
fell softly around. Hie son of Semo was awak& alone. 
His soul was fixed on war. The burning oaks began 
to decay. Faint red light is spread around. A feeble 
voice is heard ! The ghost of Calmar came ! He 
stalked dimly along the beam. Dark is the wound 
in his side. His hair is disordered and loose. Joy sits 
pale on his face. He seems to invite Cuthullin Jb 
his cave. 

'' Son of the cloudy night 1" said the rising chief of 
Erin. '^ Why dost thou bend thy dark eyes on me, 
ghost of the noble Calmar ? Wouldest thou firighten 
roe^ O Matha*8 son ? from the battles of Cormac ? 
Thy hand was not feeble in war : neither ws» thy 
voice for peace. How art thou changed, chief of Lara ! 
if thou now dost advise to fly I But, Calmar, I never 
fled. I never feared the ghosts of night. Small is their 
knowledge, weak their hands ; their dwelling is in the 

* She addresses herself to Larair, Calmar's friend, who had 
returned with the news of his death. 



1.84 THE DEATH OP GUTHULLIN : 

wind. But my souL growd in danger^ and rejoices in 
the noise of steel. Retire tbou to thy caye. Thoa 
art not Cahnar's gho^t. He delighted in battle. Hb 
arm was like the thunder df heaveh !" He retired in 
his blast with joy^ for he had heard the voice of his 
praise. 

The faint beam of the motniug rose. The sound 
of Cailhbat's backkr spjie^. Green Erin's warriors 
convened^ like the roaf of many streams. Hie horn 
of war is heard over Lego- The. mighty Torlath 
came ? '* Why ddst tbou come with thy thousands, 
Cuthullin," said the chief of Lego. I know the 
strength of thy arm. Thy soul is an unextinguished 
fire. Why fight we not on the {ilain> and let our hosts 
behold our deeds ? Ixt them behold us like roaring 
waves^ that tumble round a rock : the marinei^ hasten 
away, and look on their strife with fear.*' 

" Thou riisest, like the sun, on iby soul/' replied 
the son of Semo. " Thine arm id mighty, O Tor- 
lath ! and worthy of liiy wrath. Retire, ye men of 
UUin, to Slimora'is shady side. Behold the chief 
of Erin^ in die day of his fame. Carril ! tell to 
mighty Cohnal, if Cuthullin must fall, tell him I ac- 
cused the winds, which roar on Togorma*s Waves. 
Never ^as Re absent in battle, when the strife of my 
fiifaie arose. Let his sword'be before Cormac, like 
the beam of heaven. Let his counsel sound in Te- 
mora, in the day of danger V* 
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He fdshed^ in the sound of his arms^ like the ter- 
rible spirit of Loda,* wheh he comes^ in the roar of 
a thotisand storms^ and scatters battles from his eyca* 
He sits bn a cloud over Lochlin's seas. His mighty 
hand is bn his sword. Winds lift his flaming locks ! 
The waining moon half-lights his dreadful face. Hi^ 
features blended in darkness arise to view. So terri- 
ble was Cutbuliin in the day of his fame. Torlath 
fell by his hand. Lego's hbroes mourned. They ga- 
ther around the chiefs hke the clouds of the desert. 
A thousand swords rose at otice ; a thousand arrows 
flew 5 but he stood like a rock in the midst of a roar- 
ing sea. They fell around. He strode in blood* 
Dark Slimora eichoed wide. The isohs of. UUin 
came. The battle spread over Legoi Th6 chief of 
Erin overcame. He returned ovef the field with hii 
&me. Biit palfe he rctuhied ! The j6y of his fac^ 
was dark. He rolled his eyes in silence. The sword 
hung, unshedthed^ in his hand. His speat bent it 
every step ! 

" Carril," said the chief, in secret, '' the strength 
of CathulUtt fails. My days are with thfe years thdt 
are past. No morning of mine shall arise. They 
shall seek me at Temora, but I shall: not be fbund. 
Coribac will weep in his hall, and say, '^ Where is 
Erin's chief?" But my name is renowned! ray 

• Loda, in the third book of Fingal, is mentioned as a 
place of worship in Scandinavia : by the spirit, of LotUty the 
poet probably means Odin, the i^reat deity of the northern na- 
tions. He is described here with all his terrors. 
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fame in the song of bards. The youth will say in 
secret, O let me die as Cuthullin died I Renown 
cloathed him like a robe. The light of his fame is 
great. Draw the arrow from ray side. Lay Cu- 
tliullin beneath that oak. Place the shield of Caith- 
bat near, that they may behold me amidst the arms 
of my fathers !** 

'' And is the son of Semo fallen }" said Carril, 
with a sigh. " Moumiiil are Tura*s walls. Sorrow 
dwells at Dunscai. Thy spouse is left alone in her 
youth. The son * of thy love is alone ! He shall 
come to Bragela, and ask her why she weeps ? He 
shall lift his eyes to the wall, and see his father's 
sword. '* Whose sword is that V he will say. The 
soul of his mother is sad. Who is that, like the 
hart of the desert, in the murmur of his course? 
His eyes look wildly round in search of his friend. 
Connal, son of Colgar, where hast- thou been, when 
the mighty fell? Did the seas of Cogorma roll 
around thee ? Was tlie wind of the south in thy sails ? 
The mighty have fallen in battle, and thou wast not 
there. Let none tell it in Selma, nor in Morven's 
woody land. Fingal will be sad, and the sons of the 
desert mourn!" 

By the dark rolling waves of Lego they raised the 

• Conloch, who was afterwards very famous for his great 
exploits in Ireland. He was so remarkable for his dexterity in 
handling the javelin, that when a good marksman is described, 
it has passed into a proverb, in the north of Scodand, He is 
unerring as the arm of Conloeh, 
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hero's tomb. Luath,* at a distance lies. The song 
of bards rose over the dead. 

Blest f be thy soul, son of Semo I Thou wert 
mighty in battle. Thy strength was like the strength 
of a stream : thy speed like the eagle*s wing. Thy 
path in battle was terrible : the steps of death were 
behind thy sword. Blest be thy soul, son of Semo, 
car-borne chief of Dunscai ! Thou hast not fallen 
by the sword of the mighty, neither was thy blood 
on the spear of the brave. The arrow came, like 
the sting of death in a blast : nor did the feeble hand, 
which drew the bow, perceive it. Peace to thy soul, 
in thy cave, chief of the isle of mist.** 

'^ The mighty are dispersed at Temora : there is 
none in Cormac's hall. The king mourns in his 
youth. He does not behold thy return. The sound 
of thy shield is ceased : his foes are gathering round. 
Soft be thy rest in thy cave, chief of Erin's wars ! 
Bragela will not hope for thy return, or see thy sails 
in ocean's foam. Her steps are not on the shore : 
nor her ear open to the voice of thy rowers. She 

* It was of old the custom to bury the favourite dog near the 
master. This was not peculiar to the ancient Scots, for we find 
it practised by many other nations in their a^es of heroism. — 
There is a stone shewn still at Dunscai in the isle of Sky, to 
which Cuthullin commonly bound his dog Luath. The stone 
goes by his name to this day. 

t This is the song of the bards over Cuthullin's tomb. Every 
stanza closes with some remarkable title of the hero, which was 
always the custom in funeral elegies. 
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sits in the hall of shells. She sees the amis of him 
that is no more. Hiine eyes are fall of tears^ daugh- 
ter of car-borne Sorglan ! Blest be thy soul in death, 
O chief of shady Tura !" 



THE 

BATTLE OF LORA : 

A POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

FiNOAL, on his return from Ireland, after he had expelled 
Swaran from that kingdom^ made a feast to all his heroes ; 
he forgot to invite Ma-ronnan and A\dQ, two chiefs, who had 
not been along with him in his expedition. They resented 
his neglect, and went over to Erragon, king of Sora, a coun- 
try of Scandinavia, the declared enemy of Fingal. The va- 
lour of Aldo soon gained him a great reputation in Sora : and 
Lorma, the beautiful wife of Erragon, fell in love with him. 
He found means to escape with her, and to come to Fingal, 
who resided then in Selma, on the western coast. Erragon 
invaded Scotland, and was slain in battle by GauL the son 
of Morni, after he had rejected terms of peace offered him 
by Fingal. In this war Aldo fell, in a single comba**,' by the 
hands of his rival Erragon, and the unfortunate Lorma after- 
wards died of grief. 



Son of the distant land, who dwellest in the secret 
cell ! do I hear the sound of thy grove ? or, is it thy 
voice of songs ? The torrent was loud in my ear ^ 
but I heard a tuneful voice. Dost thou praise the 
chiefs of thy land : or the spirits * of the wind ? But, 
lonely dweller of rocks ! look thou on that heathy 

* Alluding to the religious hymns of the Culdees. 
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plain. Thou seest green tombs^ with their rank, 
whistling grass : with their stones of mossy heads. 
Thou seest them, son of the rock, but Ossian's ejcs 
have failed. 

A mountain-stream comes roaring down, and sends 
its waters round a green hill. Four mossy stones, in 
the midst of withered grass, rear their heads on the 
top. Two trees, which the storms have bent, spread 
their whistling branches around. This is thy dwell- 
ing, Erragon * -, this thy narrow house : the sound 
of thy shells have been long forgot in Sora. Thy 
shield is become dark in thy hall. Erragon, king of 
ships ! chief of distant Sora ! how hast thou fallen 
on our mountains ? How is the mighty low ? Son 
of the secret cell ! dost thou delight in songs ? Hear 
the batde of Lora. The sound of its steel is long 
since past. So thunder on the darkened hill roars, 
and is no more. The sun returns with his silent 
beams. The glittering rocks, and green heads of the 
mountains smile. 

The bay of Cona received our ships f from Erin's 
rolling waves. Our white sheets hung loose to the 
masts. The boisterous winds roared behind the 
groves of Morven. The horn of the king is sounded j 
the deer start from their rocks. Our arrows flew in 
the woods. The feast of the hill is spread. Our joy 

• Erragon, or Feig thonn, signifies the rage of the waves ; 
probably a poetical name given him by Ossian himself; for he 
goes by the name of A.nnir in tradition. 

t This was at Fingars return from his war against Swaian. 
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was great on our rocks/ for the fall of the terrible 
Swaran. Two heroes were forgot at our feast. The 
rage of their bosoms burned. They rolled their red 
eyes In secret. The sigh bursts from their breasts. 
They were seen to talk together, and to throw their 
spears on earth. They were two dark clouds, in the 
midst of our joy ; like pillars of mist on the settled 
sea. They glitter to the sun, but the mariners fear 
a storm. 

"Raise my .white sails," said Ma-ronnan, raise 
them to the winds of the west. Let us rush, O Al- 
do ! through the foam of the northern wave. We 
are forgot at tlie feast : but our arms have been red 
in blood. Let us leave the hills of Fingal, and serve 
the king of Sora. His countenance is fierce. War 
darkens around his spear. Let us be renowned, O 
Aldo, in the battles of other lands V 

They took their swords, their shields of thongs. 
They rushed to Lumar's resounding bay. They came 
to Sora's haughty king, the chief of bounding steeds. 
Erragon had returned from the cliace. His spear was 
red in blood. He bent his dark face to the ground 5 
and whistled as he went. He took the strangers to 
his feasts : they fought and conquered in his wars. 

Aldo returned with his fame towards Sora's lofty 
walls. From her tower looked the spouse of Erragon, 
the humid, rolling eyes of Lorma. Her yellow hair 
flies on the wind of ocean. Her white breast heaves, 
like snow on heath j when the gentle winds arise, 
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and slowly move it in the light. She saw young 
Aldo^ like the beam of Sora's setting sun. Her soft 
heart sighed. Tears filled her eyes. Her white arm 
supported her head. Three days she sat within the 
hall^ and covered her grief with joy. On the fourth^ 
she fled with the hero along the troubled sea. They 
came to Cona's mossy towers^ to Fingal^ king of 
spears. 

" Aldo of the heart of pride !" said Fingal^ rising 
in wrath : *' shall I defend thee from the rage of 
Sora*s injured king ? who wiB now receive my people 
into their halls ! who will give the feast of straogersi 
since AJdo^ of the little soul^ has dishonoured my 
name in Sora ? Gro to thy hills^ thou feeble hand ! 
Go : hide thee in thy caves. Mouraful is the batde 
we must fight^ with Sora's gloomy king. Spirit of 
the noble Trenmor ! when will Fingal cease to fight ? 
I was bom in the midst of battles^ * and my steps 
must move in blood to the tomb. But my hand did 
not injure the weak, my steel did not touch the fee- 
ble in arms. I behold thy tempests, O Morven ! 
which will overturn my halls 5 when my children 
are dead in battle, and none remains to dwell in 
Selma. Then will the feeble come, but they will 
not know my tomb. My renown is only in song. 
My deeds shall be as a dream to future times !" 

* Comhal, the father of Fingal, was slain in battle, against 
the tribe of Morni, the very day that Fingal was born ; so that 
he may, with propriety, be said to have been horn in the midst 
of lattles. 
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Mis people gathered around Erragon^ as the storms 
round the ghost of night 3 when he calls them, from 
the top of Morven, and prepares to pour them on the 
land of the stranger. He came to the shore of Cona. 
He sent his bard to the king 3 to demand the combat 
of thousands 3 or the land of many hills ! Fingal sat 
in hb hall with the friends of his youth around him. 
Hie young heroes were at the chace, far distant in 
the desert. The grey-haired chiefs talked of other 
times ; of the actions of their youth 5 when the aged 
Nartmor * came^ the chief of streamy Lora. 

'' This ia no time," said Nartmor, " to hear the 
songs of other years : Erragon frowns on the coast, 
and lifts ten thousand swords. Gloomy is the king 
among his chiefs ! he is like the darkened moon, 
amidst the meteors di night 5 when they sail along her 
skirts, and give the light that has failed o'er her orb." 
" Come,'* said Fingal, *' from thy hall, come daugh- 
ter of my love: come from thy hall, Bosmina,f 
maid of streamy Morven ! Nartmor, take the steeds 
of the strangers. Attend the daughter of Fingal I 
Let her bid the king of Sora to our feast, to Sel- 
ma's shaded wall. Offer him, O Bosmina ! the 
peace of heroes, and the wealth of generous Aldo. 
Our youths are far distant. Age is on our trem- 
bling hands !" 

* Neart-mor, great strength, Lora, noisy, 
f Bos-mhina, soft and tender hand. She was the youngeit 
of Fingal's children. 

VOL. II. O 
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chace appeared. Fingal knew that his young heroes 
followed. He stopped in the midst of his coarse. 
Oscar appeared the firsts then Momi*s son, and 
Nemi's race. Fercuth * shewed his gloomy form. 
Dermid spread his dark hair on wind. Ossian came 
the last. I hummed the song of other times. My 
spear supported my steps over the little streams. 
My thoughts were of mighty men. Fingal struck 
his bossy shield -, and gave the dismal sign of war. 
A thousand swords at once unsheathed^ gleam on 
the waving heath. Three grey-haired sons of song, 
raise the tunefiil^ mournful voice. Deep and dark 
with sounding steps, we rush^ a gloomy ridge along : 
like the shower of a storm, when it pours on a nar^ 
low vale. 

The king of Morven sat on his hiU. The sun- 
beam of battle flew on the wind. The friends of his 
youth are near, with all their waving locks of age. 
Joy rose in the hero's eyes when he beheld his sons in 
war : when he saw us amidst the lightning of swords, 
mindful of the deeds of our fathers. Erragon came on, 
in his strength, like the roar of a winter stream . The 
battle Mis around his steps : death dimly stalks along 
by his side 1 

" Who comes,** said Fingal, " like the.bounding 
roe, like the hart of echoing Cona ? His shield glit- 
ters on his side. The clang of armour is mournful. 

• Fear-cuth, the same with Fergus, the man qfthe word, or 
axommaoder of an army. 
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He meets with Erragon in the strife! Behold the 
battle of the chiefs ! It is like the contending of 
ghosts in a gloomy storm. But fallest thou^ son of 
the hill> and is thy white bosom stained with blood ? 
Weep, unhappy Lonna, Aldo is no more!** The 
king took the spear of his strength. He was sad 
for the fall of Aldo. He bent his deathful eyes on 
the foe: but Gaul met the king of Sora. Who 
can relate the fight of the chiefs? The mighty 
stranger fell ! 

'^ Sons of Cona!" Fingal cried aloud, " stop the 
hand of death. Mighty was he that is low. Much 
is he mourned in Sora ! The stranger will come to- 
wards his hall, and wonder why it is so silent. The 
king is fallen, O stranger. The joy of his house is 
ceased. Listen to the sound of his woods. Perhaps 
his ghost is murmuring there ! But he is far distant, 
on Morven, beneath the sword of a foreign foe.** 
Such were the words of Fingal, when the bard raised 
the song of peace. We stopped our uplifted swords. 
We spared the feeble foe. We laid Erragon in 
a tomb. I raised the voice of grief. The clouds 
of night came rolling down. The ghost of Erragon 
appeared to some. His face was cloudy and dark ; 
an half-formed sigh is in his breast. '^ Blest be 
thy soul, O king of Sora ! thine arm was terrible 
in var!** 

Lorma sat, in Aldo's hall. She sat at the light of 
a flaming oak. The night came down, but he did 
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dot return. The soul of Lorma is sad ! •' What de- 
tains thee^ hunter of Cona ? Thou didst promise to 
return. Has the deer been distant far? do the dark 
winds sigh^ round thee, on the heath ? I am in the 
land of strangers, who is my friend, but Aldo ? Comie 
from thy sounding hills, O my best beloved !" 

Her eyes are turned toward the gate. She listens 
to the rustling blast. She thinks it is Aldo's tread. 
Joy rises in her face ! But sorrow returns again, like a 
thin cloud on the moon. " Wilt thou not return, my 
love ? Let me behold the face of the hill. The moon 
is in the east. Calm and bright is the breast of the 
lake ! When shall I behold his dogs, returning from 
the chace ? When shall I hear his voice, loud and 
distant on the wind ? Come from thy sounding hills, 
hunter of woody Cona I" His thin ghost appeared, 
on a rock, like a watry beam of feeble light : When 
the moon rushes sudden from between two clouds, 
and the midnight shower is on the field ! She fol- 
lowed the empty form over the heath. She knew 
that her hero fell. I heard her approaching cries on 
the wind, like the mournful voice of the breeze, 
when it sighs on the grass of the cave ! 
. She came. She found her hero ! Her voice was 
heard no more. Silent she rolled her eyes. She 
was pale, and wildly sad ! Few were her days on 
Cona. She sunk into the tomb. Fingal com- 
manded his bards; they sung over the death of 
Lorma. The daughters of Morven mourned her. 
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for one day in the year, when the dark winds of 
autumn returned ! 

Son of the distant land !* Thou dwellest in the 
field of fame ! O let thy song arise, at times, in 
praise of those who fell. Let their thin ghosts re- 
joice around thee ; and the soul of Lonna come on a 
feeble beam'-.-l- when thou liest down to rest, and the 
moon looks into thy cave. Then shalt thou see her 
lovely 5 but the tear is still on her cheek I 

* The poet addresses himself to the Culdee. 

f Be thoa on a moon-beam, O Morna, near the window of 
my rest ; when my thoughts are of peace ; and the din of arms 

is past. FINGAL, B. I. 



TEMORA : 

AN EPIC POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

Cairbar, the son of Borbar.duthul, lord of Atha in Connaught, 
the most potent chief of the race ot the Firbolg, having mur- 
dered, at Temora the royal palace, Cormac the son of Artho». 
the young king of Ireland, usurped the throne. Cormac was 
lineally descended from Conar the son of Trenmor, the great 
grandfather of Fingal, king of those Caledonians who inha- 
bited the western coast of Scotland. Fingal resented the be- 
haviour of Cairbar, and resolved to pass over inco Ireland, with 
an army, to re-establish the royal family on the Irish throne. 
Early intelligence of his designs coming to Cairbar, he assem- 
bled some of his tribes in Ulster, and at the same time order- 
ed his brother Cathmor to follow him speedily with an army, 
from Temora. Such was the situation of affairs when the 
Caledonian invaders appeared on the coast of Ulster. 

The poem opens in the morning. Cairbar is represented as 
retired from the rest of the army, when one of his scouts 
brought him news of the landing of Fingal. He assembles a 
council of his chiefs. Foldath the chief of Moma haughtily 
despises the enemy ; and is reprimanded warmly by Malthos. 
Cairbar, after hearing their debate, orders a feast to be pre- 
pared, to which, by his bard OUa, he invites Oscar the sob 
of Ossian ; resolving to pick a quarrel with that hero, and sq 
have some pretext for killing him. Oscar came to the feast ; 
the quarrel happened ; the followers of both fought, and 
Cairbar and Oscar fell by mutual wounds. The noise of the 
battle reached Fingal's army. The king came on, to the re* 
lief of Oscar, and the Irish fell back to the army of Cathmor, 
who was advanced to the banks of the river Lubar, on the 
heath of Moi-lena. Fingal, after mourning over his grandson, 
ordered UUin the chief of his bards to carry his body to Mor- 
ten, to be there interred. Night coming on, Althan, the 
son of Conachar, relates to the king the particalais of the 
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' iflurdtr of Cormac. Fillan, the son of Fingal, is sent to ob- 
serve the motions of Cathmar by night, which concludes the 
action of the lirst day. The scene of this book is a plain, 
near the hill of Mora, which rose on the borders of the heath 
of Moi-lena, in Ulster. 



The blue waves of Erin roll in light. The moun- 
tains are covered with day. Trees shake their dusky 
heads, in the breeze. Grey torrents pour their noisy 
streams. Two green hills, with aged oaks, surround 
a narrow plain. The blue course of a stream is there. 
On its banks stood Cairbar * of Atha. His spear sup- 
ports the king : the red eye of his fear is sad. Cor- 
mac rises in his soul, with all his ghastly wounds. 
The grey form of the youth appears in darkness. 
Blood pours from his airy side. Cairbar thrice threw 
his spear on earth. Thrice he stroaked his beard. 
His steps are short. He often stops. He tosses his 
sinewy arms. THe is like a cloud in the desert, vary- 
ing its form to every blast. The valleys are sad around, 
and fear, by turns, tlie shower ! The king, at length, 
resumed his soul. He took his pointed spear. He 
turned his eye to Moi-lena. The scouts of blue 

* Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul, was descended lineally 
from Lathon the chief of the Firbolg, the first colony who 
settled in the south of Ireland. The Gael were in possession of 
the northern coast of that kingdom, and the first monarchs of 
Ireland were of their race. Hence arose those differences be- 
tween the two nations, which terminated, at last, in the mur- 
der of Cormac, and the usurpation of Cairbar, lord of Atha, 
vrho is mentioned in this place. 
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ocean came. They came with steps of fear, and of- 
ten looked behind. Cairbar knew that the mighty 
were near ! He called his gloomy chiefs. 

The sounding steps of his warriors came. They 
drew, at oiice, their swords. There Mor-lath* stood 
with darkened face. Hidalla's long hair sighs in 
wind. Red-haired Cormar bends on his spear, and 
rolls his side-long-looking eyes. Wild is the look of 
Malthos from beneath too shaggy brows. Foldath 
stands, like an oozy rock, that covers its dark sides 
with foam. His spear is like Sliroora's fir, that meets 
the wind of heaven. His shield is marked with the 
strokes of battle. His red eye despises danger. These 
and a thousand other chiefs surrounded the king of 
Erin, when the scout of ocean came, Mor-annal,f 
from streamy Moi-lena. His eyes hang forward from 
his face. His lips are trembling, pale ! 

" Do the chiefs of Erin stand," he said, ** silent 
as the grove of evening ? Stand they, like a silent 
wood, and Fingal on the coast ? Fingal, who is terri- 
ble in battle, the king of streamy Morven !" " Hast 

* Mor-lath, great in the day of battle, Hidalla', mildly 
looking heio. Cor-mar, expert at sea, Mal-thos, slow to 
speak. Foldath, generous. 

Foldath, whd is here strongly marked, makes a great figure 
in the sequel of the poem. His fierce, uncomplying character 
is sustained throughout. He seems, from a passage in the se* 
cond hook, to have been Cairbar's greatest confidant, and to 
have had a principal hand in the conspiracy against Cormac 
king of Ireland. His tribe was one of the most considerable of 
the race of the Fir-bolg. 

f Mor-annal, strong breath ; a very proper name for a scout. 
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thou seen the warrior ?" said Cairbar with a sigh. 

" Are his heroes many on the coast ? Lifts he the 

spear of battle ? Or comes the king in peace ?" " In 

peace he comes not, king of Erin ! I have seen his 

forward spear.* It is a meteor of death. The blood 

of thousands is on its steel. He came first to the 

shore^ strong in the grey hair of age. Full rose bis 

sinewy limbs, as he strode in his might. That sword 

is by his side^ which gives no second f wound. His 

shield is terrible, like the bloody moon, ascending 

thro' a storm. Then came Ossian king of songs. 

Then Momi's son, the first of men. Connal leaps 

forward on his spear. Dermid spreads his dark-brown 

locks. Fillan bends his bow, the young hunter of 

streamy Moruth. But who is that before them, like 

the terrible course of a stream ! It is die son of Ossian, 

bright between his locks ! His long hair falls on his 

back. His dark brows are half-inclosed in steel. 

His sword hangs loose on his side. His spear glitters 

as he moves. I fled from his terrible eyes, king of 

high Temora I" 

* M6r-annal here alludes to the particular appearance of 
Fingal's spear. If a man, upon his first landing in a strange 
country, kept the point of his spear forward, it denoted in 
those days that he came in a hostile manner, and accordingly 
he was treated as an enemy ; if he kept the point behind him, 
it was a token of friendship, and he was immediately invited to 
the feast, according to the hospitality of the times. 

t This was the famous sword of Fingal, made by Luno, a 
smith of Lochlin, and after him poetically called the son of 
Luno: it is said, of this sword, that it killed a man at every 
stroke; and that Fingal never used it but in times of the 
greatest danger. 
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"Then fly, thou feeWe man/' said Foldath'8 
gloomy wrath. " Ply to the grey streams of thy 
land, son of the little soul ! Have not I seen that 
Oscar ? I beheld the chief in war. He is of the 
mighty in danger : but there are others who lift the 
spear. Erin has many sons as brave, kmg of Temora 
of Groves ! Let Foldath meet him in his strength. 
Let me stop this mighty stream. My spear is cover- 
ed with blood. My shield is like the wall of Tura !" 

" Shall Foldath* alone meet the foe ?" replied the 
dark-browed Malthos. " Are they not on our coast, 
like the waters of many streams ? Are not these the 
chiefs, who vanquished Swaran, when the sons of 
green Erin fled ? Shall Foldath meet their bravest 
hero ? Foldath of the heart of pride ! take the 
strength of the people ! and let Maltlios come. My 
sword is red with slaughter, but who has heard my 
words ?"•)• 

*' Sons of green Erin," said Hidalla,J " let not 
Fingal hear your words. The foe might rqoice, and 
bis arm be strong in the land. Ye are brave, O war- 

* The opposite characters of Foldath and Malthos arc 
strongly marked in subsequent parts of the poem. They ap- 
pear always in opposition. The feuds between their families, 
which were the source of their hatred to one another, are men- • 
tioned in other poems. 

•f- That is, who has heard my vaunting ? He intended the 
expression as a rebuke to the self-praise of Foldath. 

X Hidalla was the chief of Clonra, a small district on the 
banks of the lake of Lego. The beauty of his person, his 
eloquence and genius for poetry, are afterwards mentioned. 
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riors ! Ye are tempests in war. Ye are, like storms, 
which meet the rocks without fear, and overturn the 
woods. But let us move in our strength, slow as a 
gathered cloud ! Then shall the mighty tremble ; 
the spear shall fall from the hand of the valiant. We 
see tlie cloud of death, they will say, while shadows 
fly over their face. Fingal will mourn in his age. 
He shall behold his flying fame. The steps of his 
chiefs will cease in Morven. The moss of years 
shall grow in Selma." 

Cairbar heard their words, in silence, like the cloud 
of a shower : it stands dark on Cromla, till the light* 
ning bursts its side. The valley gleams with heaven's 
flame j the spirits of the storm rejoice. So stood 
the silent king of Temora; at length his words 
broke forth. " Spread the feast on Moi-lena. Let 
my hundred bards attend. Tliou, red-haired Olla, 
take the harp of the king. Go to Oscar, chief of 
swords. Bid Oscar to our joy. To-day we feast and 
hear the song : to-morrow break the spears ! Tell 
him that I have raised the tomb of Cathbl j* that 
bards gave his friend to the winds. Tell him that 
Cairbar has heard of his fame, at the stream of re- 



* Cathol, the son of Maronnan, or Moran, was murdered by 
Cairbar, for his attachment to the family of Cormac. He had 
attended Oscar to the war of Inis-lhona, where they contracted 
a great friendship for one another. Oscar, immediately after 
the death of Cathol, had sent a formal challenge to Cairbar, 
which he prudently declined, hot conceived a secret hatred 
against Oscar, and had beforehand contrived to kill him at the 
feast, to which he here invites him. 
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sounding Carun. * Cathmor f my brotlier is not 
here. He is not here with his thousands^ and our 
arms are weak. Cathmor is a foe to strife at the 
feast ! His soul is bright as that sun ! But Cairbar 
must fight with Oscar, chiefs of woody Temora ! 
His words for Cathol were many : the wrath of Cair- 
bar bums. He shall fall on Moi-lena. My fame 
shall rise in blood." 
Their faces brightened round witli joy. They 
. spread over Moi-lena. The feast of shells is pre- 
pared. The songs of bards arise. The chiefs of 
Selma heard their joy. J We thought that mighty 

* He alludes to the battle of Oscar against Caros, king of 
skips ; who is supposed to be the same with Caraasius the 
usurper. 

•f- Cathmor, great in battle, the son of Borbar-duthul, and 
brother of Cairbar, king of Ireland, had, before the insurrec- 
tion of the Firbolg, passed over into Inis-huna, supposed to be 
a part uf South Britain, to assist Conmor, king of that place, 
against his enemies. Cathmor was successful in the war, but, 
in the course of it, Conmor was either killed, or died a natu- 
ral death. Cairbar, upon intelligence of the designs of Fingal 
to dethrone him, had dispatched a messenger for Cathmor, 
who returned into Ireland a few days before the opening of the 
poem. 

Cairbar here takes advantage of his brother's absence, to per- 
petrate his ungenerous designs against Oscar ; for the noble spi- 
rit of Cathmor, had he been present, would not have permitted 
the laws of that hospitality, for which he was 50 renowned 
himself, to be violated. The brothers form a contrast ; we do 
not detest the mean soul of Cairbar more, than we admire the; 
disinterested and generous mind of Cathmor. 

X Fingal's army heard the joy that was in Cairbar's camp. 
The character given of Cathmor is agreeable to the times. 
Some, through ostentation, were hospitable; and others fell 
naturally into a custom handed down from their ancestors. But 
what marks strongly the character of Cathmor, is his aversion 
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Cathmor came. Cathmor the friend of strangers ! 
the brother of red-haired Cairbar. Their souls were 
not the same. The light of heaven was in the bosom 
of Cathmor. His towers rose on the banks of Atba -, 
seven paths led to his halls. Seven chiefs stood on 
the paths, and called the stranger to the feast ! But 
Cathmor dwelt in the wood, to shun the voice of 
praise ! 

Olla came with his songs. Oscar went to Cair^ 
bar's feast. Three hundred warriors strode along 
Moi-lena of the streams. The grey dogs bounded 
on the heath : their howling reached afar. Fingal 
saw the departing hero. The soul of the king was 
sad. He dreaded Cairbar*s gloomy thoughts, amid 

to praise ; for he is represented to dwell in a wood to avoid the 
thanks of his guests ; which is still a higher degree of gene* 
rosity than that of Axylus in Homer : for the poet does not say, 
hut the good man might, at the head of his own table, have 
heard with pleasure the praise bestowed on him by the people 
he entertained. 

No nation in the world carried hospitality to a greater length 
than the ancient Scots. It was even infamous, for many ages, 
in a man of condition, to have the door of his house shut at 
all, LEST, as the bards express it, the stranger should 

COME AND BEHOLD HIS CONTRACTED SOUL. SomC Of the 

chiefs were possessed of this hospitable disposition to an extnt- 
vagant degree ; and the bards, perhaps upon a private account, 
never failed to recommend it, in their eulogiams. Cean uia* na 
dia\ or> the point to which all the roads of the strangers lead^ 
was an invariable epithet given by them to the chiefs ; on the 
contrary, they distinguished the inhospitable by the title of the 
cloud \tohich the strangers shun. This last, however, was so 
uncommon, that in all the old poems I have ever met with, 
I found but one man branded with this ignominious appella- 
tion ; and that, perhaps, only founded upon a private quarrel, 
which subsisted between him and the patron of the bard, who 
wrote the poem. 



AN EPIC POEM. 209 

the feast of shells. My son raised high the spear of 
Cormac. An hundred bards met him with songs. 
Cairbar concealed^ with smiles, the deatli that was 
dark in his soul. The feast is spread. The shells 
resound. Joy brightens the feast of the host. But 
it was like the parting beam of the sun> when he is 
to htde his red head in a storm ! 

Cairbar rises in his arms^ Darkness gathers on his 
brow. The hundred harps cease at once. The clang* 
of shields is heard. Far distant on the heath Olla 
raised a song of woe. My son knew the sign of 
death 3 and rising seized his spear. "Oscar/' said 
the dark-red Cairbar, " I behold the spear + of Erin. 
The spear of Temora X glitters in thy hand, son of 
woody Morven ! It was the pride of an hundred § 
kings. The death of heroes of old. Yield it, son of 
Ossian, yield it to car-borne Cairbar !** 

" Shall 1 yield," Oscar replied, '' the gift of Erin's 

• When a chief was determined to kill a person already in 
his power, it was usual to signify that his death was intended, 
by the sound of a shield struck with the blunt end of a spear; at 
the same time that a bard at a distance raised the death song. 

t Cormac, the son of Arth, had given the spear, which 
is here the foundation of the quarrel, to Oscar, when he came 
to congratulate him upon Swaran's being expelled from Ire- 
land. 

t T\* mor-i', the house of the great king, the name of the 
royal palace of the supreme kings of Ireland. 

^ Hundred here is an indefinite number, and is only intended 
to express a great many. It was probably the hyperbolical 
phrases of bards, that gave the first hint to the Irish Senachies 
to place the origin of their monarchy in so remote a period as 
they have done. 

VOL. II. P 
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injured king : the gift of fair-haired Corntac^ when 
Oscar scattered his foes ? I came to Cormac's halls 
of joy, when Swaran fled from Fingal. Gladness 
rose in the face of youth. He gave the spear of Te- 
mora. Nor did he give it to the feeble : neither to 
the weak in soul. The darkness of thy face is no 
storm to me : nor are thine eyes the flame of death. 
Do I fear thy clanging shield ? Tremble I at 011a*s 
song ? No : Cairbar, fiighten the feeble : Oscar is 
a rock !" 

" Wilt thou not yield the spear ?" replied the rising 
pride of Gairbar. *' Are thy words so mighty, be- 
cause Fingal is near ? Fingal with aged locks, from 
Morven's hundred groves ! He has fought with little 
men. But he must vanish before Cairbar, like a thin 
pillar of mist before the winds of Atha V** " Were 
he who fought with little men, near Atha's haughty 
chief : Atha's chief would yield green Erin to avoid 
his rage ! Speak not of the mighty, O Cairbar ! Turn 
thy sword on me. Our strength is equal : but Fingal 
is renowned ! the first of mortal men !'* 

Their people saw the darkening chiefs. Their 
crowding steps are heard around. Their eyes roll in 
Are. A thousand swords are half unsheathed. Red- 
haired OUa raised the song of battle. The trembling 
joy of Oscar's soul arose : the wonted joy of his soul 
when Fingal's horn was heard. Dark as the swelling 

* Atha, shallow river : the name of CaiAar's seat in Con- 
naught. 
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wave of ocean before the rising winds, when it bends 
its head near the coast, came on the host of Cairbar ! 

Daughter of Toscar !* why that tear? He is not 
fallen yet. Many were the deaths of his arm before - 
my hero fell ! 

Behold they fall before my son, like grov^ in the 
desert ; when an angry ghost rushes thro' night, and 
takes their green heads in his hand ! Morlath falls. 
Maronnan dies. Conachar trembles in his blood! 
Cairbar shrinks before Oscar's sword ! he creeps in 
darkness behind a stone. He lifts the spear in secret; 
be pierces my Oscar's side ! He falls forwafd on his 
shield : his knee sustains tlie chief. But still his 
spear is in his hand. See gloomy Cairbar f falls ! The 

* Malvina, the daughter of To<;car, to whom is addressed 
that part of the poem which related to the death of Oscar her^ 
lover. 

t The Irish historians place the death of Cairbar, in the 
latter end of the third ceniury : they say, he was killed in 
battle against Oscar the son of Ossian, but deny that he fell by 
his hand. 

It is, however, certain, that the Irish bards disguise, in some 
measure,* this part of their history. An Irish poetn on this sub- 
ject, which, undoubtedly, was the source of their information, 
concerning the battle of Gabhra, where Cairbar fell, is just now 
in my hands. As a translation of the poem (which, though 
evidently no very ancient composition, does not want poetical 
nierit) would extend this note to too great a length, I shall only 
give the story of it in brief, with some extracts from the origi- 
nal Irish. 

Oscar, says the Irish baid, was invited to a feast, at Temora, 
by Caiibar king of Ireland. A dispute arose between the two 
heroes, concerning the exchange of spears, which was usually 
roadc, between the guestaand their host, upon such occasions. 
In the course of their altercation, Cairbar said, in a boastful 
naanntr, that he would hunt on the hills of Albion, and carry 
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sted pierced his forehead, and divided his red hair 
behind. He lay, like a shattered rock, which Cromla 
shakes from its shaggy side j when the green- vallied 
Erin shakes its mountains, from sea to sea ! 

But never more shall Oscar rise ! He leans on his 
bossy shield. His spear is in his terrible hand. Erin's 
sons stand distant and dark. Their shouts arise, like 
crowded streams. Moi-lena echoes wide. Fingal 
heard the sound. He took the spear of Selma. His 
steps are before us on the heath. He spoke the words 
of woe. '' I hear the noise of war. Young Oscar 
is alone! Rise, sons of Morven : join the hero's 
sword!" 

the spoils of it into Ireland, in spite of all the efiTorts of its in- 
habitants, llie original words are : 

Briathar buan sin ; Briathar buan 
A bheircadh an Cairbre rua', 
Gu tuga' se seatg, agus creach 
A h' Alb IN an la*r na mhaireach. 

Oscar replied, that, the next day, he himself would carry into 
Albion the spoils of the five provinces of Ireland ; in spite of the 
opposition of Cairbar. 

Briathar ei)e an aghai' sin 

A bheirea' an t' Oscar, og, calma 

Gu*n tugadh se sealg agus creach 

Do dh'ALBiN an la'r na mhaireach, &c. 

Oscar, in consequence of his threats, began to lay waste Ire- 
land ; but as he returned with the spoil into Ulster, through the 
narrow pass of Gabhra fCaoil ghlen Ghabhra) he was met by 
Cairbar, and a battle ensued, in which both the heroes fell by 
mutual wounds. The bard gives a very curious list of the fol- 
lowers of Oscar, as they marched to battle. They appear to 
have been five hundred in numbrr, commanded, as the poet 
expresses it, by Jive heroes of the Mood of kings. This poem 
mentions Fingal, as arriving from Scotland, before Oscar died 
of his wounds. 
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Ossian rushed along the heath. Fillan bounded 
over Moi-lena. Fingal strode in his strength. The 
li^it of his shield is terrible. The sons of Erin sav^ 
it far distant. They trembled in their souls. They 
knew that the wrath of the king arose : and they fore- 
saw their death. We first arrived. We fought. 
Erin's chiefs withstood our rage. But when the king 
came, in the sound of his course, what heart of 
steel could stand ! Erin fled over Moi-lena. Death 
pursued their flight. We saw Oscar on his shield. 
We saw his blood around. Silence darkened every 
face. Each turned his back and wept. The king 
strove to hide his teaw. His grey beard whistled in 
the wind. He bends his head above the chief. His 
words are mixed with sighs. 

"^ Art thou fallen, O Oscar ! in tlie midst of thy 
course ^ the heart of the aged beats over thee ! He 
sees thy coming wars ! The wars which ought to 
come he sees ! They are cut off from thy fame ! 
When shall joy dwell at Selma ? When shall grief 
depart from Morven ? My sons fall by degrees : 
Fiiigal is the last of his race. My fame begins to pass 
away. Mine age will be without friends. I shall sit 
a gfey cloud in my hall. I shall not hear the return 
of a son,, in his sounding arms. Weep, ye heroes of 
Morven I never more shall Oscar rise !" 

And they did weep, O Fingal I Dear was the hero 
to their souls. He went out to battle, and the foes 
vanished. He returned, in peace, amidst their joy. 
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No father mourned his son slain in youth : no brother 
his brother of love. They fell, without tears, for the 
chief of the people is low ! Bran* is howling at his 
feet : gloomy Luath is sad, for he had often led them 
to the chace ^ to the bounding roe of the desert ! 

When Oscar saw his friends around, his heaving 
breast arose. " The groans," he SSiid, *' of aged 
chiefs : the howling of my dogs : the sudden bursts 
of the song of grief, have melted Oscar's soul. My 
soul, that never melted before. It was like tlie steel 
of my sword. Ossian, carry me to my hills ! Raise 
the stones of my renown. Place the horn of a deer : 
place my sword by my side. The torrent hereafter 
may raise the earth : thfe huftter may find the steel 
and say, *' This has been Oscar's sword, the pride of 
other years !" " Fallest thou, son of my fame ! shall 
I never see thee, Oscar ! When others hear of their 
sons 5 shall I not hear of thee ? The moss is on thy 
four grey stones. The mournful wind is there. The 
battle shall be fought without thee. Thou shalt not 
pursue the dark-brown hinds. When the warrior 
returns from battles, and tells of otlier lands 3 '* I 
have seen a tomb,'* he will say, *' by the roaring 
stream, the dark dwelling of a chief. He fell by 
car-borne Oscar, the first of mortal men," I, per- 
haps, shall hear his voice. A beam of joy will rise 
in my soul." 

* Bran was one of Fingal's dogs. Bran signifies a mountain 
streamt 
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Night would have descended in sorrow, and morn- 
ing returned in the shadow of grief. Our chiefs 
would have stood, like cold dropping rocks on Moi- 
lena^ and have forgot the war ; did not the king dis- 
perse his grief, and raise his mighty voice. The 
chiefs, as new-wakened from dreams, lift up their 
heads around. 

•' How long on Moi-lena shall we weep? How 
long pour in Erin our tears ? The mighty will not 
tjptum. Oscar shall not rise in his strength. The 
valiant must fall in f^eir day, and be no more known 
on their hills. Where are our fathers, O warriors! 
the chiefs of the times of old ? They have set like 
stars that have shone. We only hear the sound of 
their praise. But they were renowned in their years : 
the terror of other times. Thus shall we pass away, 
in the day of our fall. Then let us be renowned 
when we may ; and leave our fame behind us, like 
the last beams of the sun, when he hides his red 
head in the west. The traveller mourns his absence, 
thinking of the flame of his beams. Ullin, my aged 
bard I take thou the ship of the king. Carry Oscar 
to Selma of harps. Let the daughters of Morven 
weep. We must fight in Erin, for the race of fallen 
Cormac. The days of my years begin to fail. I 
feel the weakness of my arm. My fathers bend 
firom their clouds, to receive their grey-hair'd son. 
But, before I go hence, one beam of fame shall rise. 
My days shall end, as my years begun, in fame. 
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My life shall be one stream of light to bards of other 
times r* 

Ullin raised his white sails. The wind of the south 
came forth. He bounded on the wavps toward Sel* 
ma. I remained in my grief, but my words were 
not heard. The feast is spread on Moi-lena. An 
hundred heroes reared the tomb of Cairbar. No song 
is raised over the chief. His soul had been dark and 
bloody. The bards remembered the fall of Corroac ! 
what could they say in Cairbar*s praise ^- 

Night came rolling down. The light of an hundred 
oaks arose. Fingal sat beneath a tree. Old Althan * 
stood in the midst. He told the tale of fallen Coi- 
mac. Althan the son of 'Conachar, the friend of 
car-borne Cuthullin. He dwelt with Cormac in 
windy Temora, when Semo*s son fell at Lego's stream. 
The tale of Althan was mournful. The tear was in 
his eye, when he spoke. 

f " The setting sun was yellow on Dora f . Grejr 
evening began to descend. Temora's woods shook 
with the blast of the unconstant wind. A cloud 
gathered in the west. A red star looked from behind 
its edge. I stood in the wood alone. I saw a ghost 

* Althan, the son of Conachar, was the chief bard of Arth 
king of Ireland. After the death of Arth, Althan attended his 
son Cormac, and was present at his death. He had made his 
escape from Cairbar, by the means of Cathmor, and coming 
to Fingal, related, as here, the death of his master Cormac. 

f Althan speaks. 

X Doira, the woody side of a mountain ; it is here a hill in 
the neighbourhood of Tcmora. 
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on the darkening air ! His stride extended from hill 
to hill. His shield was dim on his side. It was the 
son of Semo. I knew the warrior's face. But he 
passed away in his blast ^ and all was dark around ! 
My soul was sad. I went to the hall of shells. A 
thousand lights art)se. The hundred bards had strung 
the harp. Cormac stood in the midst, like the morn- 
ing star, when it rejoices on the eastern faiU, and its 
young beams are bathed in showers. Bright and 
silent is its p||)gress aloft, but the cloud, that shall 
hide it, is neat! The sword of Arlho* was in tlie 
hand of the king. He looked with joy on its polished 
studs : thrice he attempted to draw it, and thrice he 
failed ; his yellow locks are spread on his shoulders : 
his cheeks of youth are red. I mourned over the 
beam of youth, for he was soon to set !" 

'^ Althan !" he said, with a smile, *' didst thou 
behold my father ? Heavy is the sword of the king 5 
surely his arm was strong . O that I were like him 
in battle, when the rage of his wratli arose ! then 
would I have met with CuthuUin, the car-borne son 
of Cantela ! But years may come on, O Althan I and 
my arm be strong. Hast thou heyd of Semo's son, 
the ruler of high Temora ? He might have returned 
with his fame. He promised to return to-night. My 
bards wait him with songs. My feast is spread in the 
hall of kings." 

I heard Cormac in silence. My tears began to flow, 
• Arth, or Artho, the father of Cormac king of Ireland. 
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I hid them with my aged locks. The king perceived 
my grief. " Son of Conachar !** he said, " h the 
son of Semo* low ? Why bursts the sigh in secret ? 
Why descends the tear ? Comes the car- borne Tor- 
lath ? Comes the sound of red-haired Cairbar ? They 
come ! for I behold thy grief. Mossy Tura's chief 
is low ! Shall I not rush to battle ? But I cannot lift 
the spear ! O had mine arm the strength of Cuthullin, 
soon would Cairbar fly ; the fame of my fathers would 
be renewed 5 and the deeds of other tiares !'* 

He took his bow. The tears flow down, from 
both his sparkling eyes. Grief saddens round. The 
bards bend forward, from their hundred harps. The 
lone blast touched their trembling strings. The 
sound f is sad and low ! A voice is heard at a dis- 
tance, as of one in grief. It was Carril of other 
times, who came from dark Slimora-t He told of 
the fall of Cuthullin. He told of his mighty deeds. 
The people were scattered round his tomb. Their 
arms lay on the ground. They had forgot the war, 
for he, their fire, was seen no more ! 

• Cuthullin is called the king of Tura from a castle of that 
name on the coast of«Ulster, where he dwelt, before he under- 
took the management of the aft'airs of Ireland, in the minority 
of Cormac. i 

+ That prophetic sound, mentioned in other poems, which 
the harps of the bards emitted before the death of a person 
worthy and renowned. It is here an omen of the death of Cor- 
mac, which, soon after, followed. 

X Slimora, a hill in Connaught, near which Cuthullin was 
killed. 
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'^•But who," said the soft-voiced Carril, " who 
come like bounding roes ? Their stature is like young 
trees in the valley, growing in a shower ! Soft and 
ruddy are their cheeks ! Fearless souls look forth from 
their eyes ! Who but the sons of Usnoth,* chief of 
streamy Etha ? The people rise on every side, like 
the strength of an half extinguished fire, when the 
winds come, sudden, from the desert, on their rust- 
ling wings. Sudden glows the dark brow of the hill ; 
the passing lyariner lags, on his winds. The sound 
of Caithbat's f shield was, heard. The warriors saw 
CuthulUn X in Nathos. So rolled his sparkling eyes ! 
^ steps were such on heath ! Battles are fought at 
Lego. The sword of Nathos prevails. Soon shalt 
thou behold him in thy halls^ king of Temora of 
groves !" 

* Usnoth chief of Etha, a district on the western coast of 
Scotland, had three sons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan, by Slis- 
sama the sister of Cuthullin. The three brothers, when very 
young, were sent over to Ireland by their father, to team the 
use of arms under their uncle, whose military fame was very 
great in that kingdom. They had just arrived in Ulster when 
the news of Cuthullin's death arrived. Nathos, the eldest of 
the three brothers, took the command of CuthuIHn*s army, 
and made head against Cairbar the chief of Atha. Cairbar 
having, at last, murdered young king Cormac, at Temora, the 
army of Nathos shifted sides, aqd the brothers were obliged to 
return into Ulster, in order to pass over into Scotland. The se> 
quel of their mournful story is related^ at large, in the poem of 
Dar-thula. 

t Caithbait was grandfather to Cuthullin ; * and his shield 
was made use of to alarm his posterity to the battles of the 
family. 

I That is, they saw a manifest likeness between the person 
of Nathos and Cuthullin. 
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" Soon may 1 behold the chief!" replied the blue- 
eyed king. '' But my soul is sad for Cuthullin. His 
voice was pleasant in mine ear. Often have we 
moved, on Dora, to the chace of the dark-brown 
hinds. His bow was unerring on the hills. He spoke 
of mighty men. He told of the deeds of my fathers. 
I felt my rising joy. But sit thou at the feast, O 
Carril ! I have often heard thy voice. Sing in praise 
of Cuthullin . Sing of Nathos of Etha ! "* 

Day rose on Temora, with all the beams of the east. 
Crathin came to the hall, the son of old GelMraa.f 
*' 1 behold," he said, " a cloud in tlie desert, king 
of Erin ! a cloud it seemed at first, but now a crow4 
of men ! One strides before tbem in his strength. 
His red hair flies in wind. His shield glitters to the 
beam of the east. His spear is in his hand." ** Call 
him to the feast of Temora,** replied the brightening 
king. " My hall is the house of strangers, son of 
generous Gellama ! It is perhaps the chief of Etha, 
coming in all his renown. Hail, mighty J stranger ! 
art thou of the friends of Cormac ? But Carril, he is 
dark, and unlovely. He draws his sword. Is that 
the son of Usnoth, bard of the times of old?" 

" It is not the son of Usnoth T* said Carril. '' It 
is Cairbar thy foe. Why comest thou in thy arms to 
Temora ? chief of the gloomy brow. Let not thy 

* Nathos the son of Usnoth. f Geal-lamha, white handed, 

X From this expression, we understand, that Cairbar bad en- 
tered the palace of Temora, in the midst of Cormac's speech. 
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sword rise against Cormac ! Whither dost thou turn 
thy speed V* He passed on in darkness. He seized 
the hand of the king. Cormac foresaw his death ; 
the rage of his eyes arose. Retire, thou chief of 
Atha ! Nathos comes with war. Thou art bold in 
Cormac's hall, for his arm is weak.'* The sword en- 
tered the side of the king. He fell in the halls of 
his fathers. His fair hair is in the dust. His blood is 
smoaking round. 

'' Art thou fallen in thy balls ?"• said Carril. " O 
son of noble Artho I The shield of Cuthullin was xM>t 
near. Nor the spear of thy father. Mournful are 
the mountains of Erin, for the chief of the people is 
low ! Blest be thy soul, O Cormac ! Thou art 
darkened in thy youth.'* 

His words came to the ears of Cairbar. He closedf 
us in the midst of darkness. He feared to stretch his 
sword to the bards {, though his soul was dark. Long 
we pined alone ! At length, tlie noble Cathmor|| 
came. He heard our voice from the cave. He 
turned the eye of his wrath on Cairbar. 

* Althan speaks. 

•h That is, himself and Carril, as it afterwards appears. 

t The persons of the bards were so sacred, that even he» 
who had just murdered his sovereign, feared to kill them. 

II Cathmor appears the same disinterested hero upon every 
occasion. His humanity and generosity were unparalleled: 
in short, he had no fault, but too much attachment to so bad 
a brother as Cairbar. His family connection with Cairbar 
prevails, as he expresses it, over every other consideration, 
and makes him engage in a war, of which he does not ap- 
prove. 
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" Brother of Cathmor," he said, " how long wilt 
thou pain my soul ? Thy heart is a rock. Thy 
thoughts are dark and bloody ! But thou art the bro- 
ther of Cathmor ; and Cathmor shall shine in thy 
war. But my soul is not like thine : thou feeble hand 
in fight ! The light of my bosom is stained with thy 
deeds. Bards will not sing of my renown : They 
may say, ' Cathmor was brave, but he fought for 
gloomy Cairbar.' They will pass over my tomb in 
silence. My fame shall not be heard. Cairbar! 
loose the bards. They are the sons of future tiroes. 
Their voice shall be heard in other years 5 after the 
kings of Temora have failed. We came forth at the 
words of the chief. We saw him in his strength. He 
was like thy youth, O Fingal ! when thou first didst 
lift the spear. His face was like the plain of the sun, 
when it is bright. No darkness travelled over his 
brow. But he came with his thousands to aid the 
red-haired Cairbar. Now he comes to revenge his 
death, O king of woody Morven !" 

'' Let Cathmor come,** replied tlie king. '* I love 
a foe so gieat. His soul is bright. His arm is strong. 
His battles ane full of fame. But the little soul is a 
vapour that hovers round. the marshy lake. It never 
rises on the green hill, lest the winds should meet it 
there. Its dwelling is in the cave, it sends forth the 
dart of death ! Our young heroes, O warriors ! are 
like the renown of our fathers. They fight in youth. 
They fall. Their names are in song. Fingal is amid 
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his darkening years. He must not fall^ as an aged 
oak, across. a secret stream. Near it are the steps of 
the hunter, as it lies beneath the wind. " How has 
that tree fallen ?" he says, and, whistling, strides 
along. Raise the song of joy, ye bards of Morven I 
Let our souls forget the past. The red stars look on 
us from clouds, and silently descend. Soon shall the 
grey beam of the morning rise, and shew us the foes 
of Cormac. Fillan ! my son, take thou the spear of 
the king. Go to Mora's dark-brown side. Let thine 
eyes travel over the heath. Observe the foes of Fm- 
gal : Observe the course of generous Cathmor. I 
hear a distant sound, like falling rocks in the desert. 
But strike thou thy shield, at times, that they may 
not come thro* night, and the fame of Morven cease. 
I begin to be alone, my son. I dread the fall of my 
renown !'* 

The voice of bards arose. The king leaned on the 
shield of Trenmor. Sleep descended on his eyes. 
His future battles arose in his dreams. The host are 
sleeping around. Dark-haired Finlan observes the 
foe. His steps are on a distant hill. We hear, at 
times, his clanging shield. 



TEMORA : 

AN EPIC POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

This book opens, we may suppose, about midnight, with a 
soliloquy of Ossian, who had retired, from the rest of the 
army, to mourn for his son Oscar. Upon hearing the noise 
of Cathmor's army approaching, he went to find out his 
brother Fillan, who kept the watch, on the hill of Mora, in 
the front of Fingal's army. In the conversation of the bro- 
thers, the episode of Conar, the son of Trenmor, who was 
the first king of Ireland, is introduced, which lays open the 
origin of the contests between the Gael and Firbolg, the two 
nations who first possessed themselves of that island. Ossian 
kindles a fire on Mora; upon which Cathmor desisted from 
the design he had formed of surprizing the army of the Cale- 
donians. He calls a council of his chiefs; reprimands Fol- 
dath for advising a night-attack, as the Irish army were so 
much superior in number to the enemy. The bard Fonar in- 
troduces the story of Crothar, the anceiior of the king, which 
throws further light on the history of Ireland, and the origi- 
nal pretensions of the family of Atha, to the throne of that 
kingdom. The Irish chiefs lie down to rest, and Cathmor 
himself undertakes the watch. In his circuit, round the 
army, he is met by Ossian. The interview of the two heroes 
is described. Cathmor obtains a promise from Os.sian, to 
order a funeral elegy to be sung over the grave of Cairbar ; it 
being the opinion of the times, that the souls of the dead 
could not be happy, till their elegies were sung by a bard. 
Morning comes. Cathmor and Ossian part ; and the latter, 
casually meeting with Carril the son of Kinfena, sends that 
bard, with a funeral song to the tomb of Cairbar. 
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IBoolt ©econn. 

* Father of heroes ! O Trenmor ! High dweller 
of eddying winds ! where the dark-red thunder marks 
the troubled clouds ! Open thou thy stormy halls. 
Let the bards of old be near. Let them draw near, 
with songs and their half-viewless harps. No dweller 
of misty valley comes ! No hunter unknown at his 
streams ! It is the car-borne Oscar, from the fields of 
war. Sudden is thy change, my son, from what thou 
wert on dark Moi-lena ! ITie blast folds thee in its 
skirt, and rustles thro' the sky ! Dost thou not be- 
hold thy father, at the stream of night ? The chiefs 
of Morven sleep far-distant. They have lost no son ! 
But ye have lost a hero, chiefs of resounding Mor- 
ven ! Who could equal his strength, when battle roll- 
ed against his side, like the darkness of crowded 
waters ? Why this cloud on Ossian*s soul ? It ought 
to bum in danger.^ Erin is near with her host. The 
king of Selma is alone. Alone thou shalt not be, 
my father, while I can lift the spear ! 

* Though this book has little action, it is not the least im- 
portant part of Temora. The poet, in several episodes, runs 
up the cause of the war to the very source. The first popula- 
tion of Ireland, the wars between the two nations who originally 
possessed that island, its first race of kings, and the rerolations 
of its government, are important facts, and are delivered by the 
poet, with so little mixture of the fabulous, that one cannot 
help preferring his accounts to the improbable fictions of the 
Scotch and Irish historians. The Milesian fables bear about 
them the marks of a late invention. To trace their legends to 
their source would be no difficult task ; but a disquisition of thia 
lort would extend this note too far. 
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I rose^ in all my arms. I rose and listened to the 
wind. The shield of Fillan * is not heard. I tremble 
for the son of Fmgal. " Why should the foe come 
by night ? Why should the dark*haired warrior fail ?*• 
Distant^ sullen murmurs rise : like the noise of the 
lake of Lego, when its waters shrink, in the days of 
frost, and all its bursting ice resounds. The people of 
Lara look to heaven, and foresee the storm! My 
steps are forward on the heath. The spear of Oscar 
in my hand ! Red stars looked from high. I gleam* 
ed, along the night. 

I saw Fillan silent before me, bending forward from 
Mora's rock. He heard the shout of the foe. The 
joy of his soul arose. He heard my sounding tread, 
and turned his lifted spear. *' Comest thou, son of 
night, in peace ? Or dost thou meet my wrath ? Tht 
foes of Fingal are mine. Speak, or fear my steel. I 
stand not, in vain, the shield of Morven's race." 

* We understand, from the preceding book, that Cathmor 
wa^ near with an army. When Cairbar was killed, the tribes 
who attended him fell back to Cathmor ; who, as it afterwards 
appears, had taken a resolution to surprize Fingal by night. 
Fillan was dispatched to the hill of Mora, which was in the 
front of the Caledonians, to observe the motions of Cathmor. 
In this situation were affairs when Ossian, upon hearing the 
noise of the approaching enemy, went to find out his brother. 
Their conversation naturally introduces the episode, concerning 
Conar the son of Trenmor, the first Irish monarch, which is so 
necessary to the understanding the foundation of the rebellion 
and usurpation of Cairbar and Cathmor. Fillan was the youngest 
of the sons of Fmgal, then living. He and Bosmina, men- 
tioned in the battle of Lora, were the only children of the king, 
by Clatho *^be daughter of Cathulla king of Inis-tore, whom he 
bad taken to wife, after the death of Ros-crana, the daughter 
of Cormac Mac«Conar king of Ireland. 
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*' Never mayst thou stand in vain, son of blue-eyed 
Clatho! Fingal begins to be alone. Darkness gathers 
on the last of bis days. Yet he has two * sons who 
ought to shine in war. Who ought to be two beams 
of light, near the steps of his departure.'* 

" Son of Fingal,'* replied the youth, " it is not 
long since I raised the spear. Few are the marks of 
my sword in war. But Fillan's soul is fire ! The 
chiefs of Bolga f crowd around the shield of generous 
Cathmor. Their gathering is on that heath. Shall 
my steps approach their host ? I yielded to Oscar 
alone, in the strife of the race, on Cona !** . 

*' Fillan, thou shalt not approach their host j nor 
fall before thy fame is known. My name is heard in 
song : when needful I advance. From the skirts of 
night I shall view them over all their gleaming tribes. 

• That is, mo sons in Ireland. Fergus, the second son of 
Fingal, was, at that time, on an expedition, which is men- 
tioned in one of the lesser poems. He, according to some tra- 
ditions, was the ancestor of Fergus, the son of Ere or Arcath, 
commonly called Fergus the second in the Scotch histories. The 
beginning of the reign of Fergus over the Scots, is placed, by 
the most approved annals of Scotland, in the fourth year of the 
fifth age : a full century after the death of Ossian. The genea- 
»logy of his family is recorded thus by the Highland Senachies; 
Fergus Mac- Arcath, MaC'Chongael, Mac-Fergus, Mac-Fiort" 
gaelna huai* \ i.e. Fergus the son of Arcath, the son of Con- 
gal, the son of Fergus, the son of Fingal the victorious. This 
subject is treated more at large, in the dissertation annexed to 
the poem. 

f The southern parts of Ireland went, for some time, under 
the name of Bolga, from the Fir>bolg or Belgae of Britain, who 
settled a colony there. Bolg signifies a quiver, from which pro- 
ceeds Fir-bolg, i. e. bow-men; so called from their using bows 
inore than any of the neighbouring nations. 
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Why, Fillan, didst thbii speak of Oscar I Why awake 
my sigh ? I must forget * the warrior, till the storm 
is rolled away. Sadness ought not to dwell in danger, 
nor the tear in the eye of war. Our fathers forgot 
their fallen sons, till the noise of arms was past. Then 
sorrow returned to the tomb, and the song of bards 
arose." The memory of those, who fell, quickly 
followed the departure of war : When the tumult of 
battle is past, the soul^ in silence, melts away, for 
the dead. 

Conar f was the brother of Trathal, first of mortal 
men. His batdes were on every coast. A thousand 
streams rolled down the blood of his foes. His fame 
filled green Erin, like a pleasant gale. The nations 

• After this passage, Oscar is not mentioned in all Temora. 
The situations of the characters who act in the poem arc so in- 
teresting, that others, foreign to the subject, could not be in* 
troduced with any lustre. Though the episode, which follows, 
may seem to flow naturally enough from the conversation of the 
brothers, yet I have shewn, in a preceding note, and, more at 
targe, in the dissertation annexed to this collection, that the 
poet had a farther design in view. 

t Conar, the first king of Ireland, was the son of Trenmor, 
the great-grand-father of Fingal. It was vn account of this 
family-connection, that Fingal was engaged in so many wars 
in the cause of the race of Conar. Though few of the actions 
of Trenmor are mentioned, he was the most renowned name 
of antiquity. The most probable opinion concerning him is, 
that he was the first, who united the tribes of the Caledonians, 
and commanded them, in chief, against the incursions of the 
Romans. The genealogists of the North have traced his family 
far back, and given a list of his ancestors to Cuan-mSr nan Ian, 
or Conmor of the swords, who, according to them, was the 
first who crossed the great sea^ to Caledonia, from which cir- 
cumstance his name proceeded, which signifies Great ocean. 
■ Genealogies of so ancient a date, however, are little to be de- 
pended upon. 
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gathered in Ulliiii and thej blessed the king 5 the 
king of the race of their fathers, from the land of 
Selma. 

The chiefs * of the south were gathered, in the 
darkness of their pride. In the horrid cave of Muma 
they mixed Iheir secret words. Thither often, they 
said, the spirits of their fathers came -, shewing their 
pale forms from the chinky rocks : reminding them 
of the honor of Bolga. •* Why should Conar reign," 
they said, " the son of resounding Morven ?" 

They came forth, like the streams of the desert, 
with the roar of their hundred tribes. Conar was a 
rock before them : broken they rolled on every side. 
But often they returned, and the sons of Selma fell. 
The king stood, among the tombs of his warriors. He 
darkly bent his mournful face. His soul was rolled 
Into itself: and he had marked the place, where he 
was to fall) when Trathal came, in his strength^ his 
brother from cloudy Morven. Nor did he come alone. 
Colgar f was at his side ; Colgar the son of the king 
and of white-bosomed Solin-corma. 

♦ The chiefs of the Fir-bolg who possessed themselves of the 
south of Ireland, prior, perhaps, to the settlement of the Ca'et 
of Caledonia, and the Hebrides, in Ulster. From the sequel, 
it appears that the Fir-bolg were, by much, the most powerful 
nation ; and it is probable that the Gael must have submitted to 
them, had they not received succours from their mother- 
country, under the command of Conar. 

f Co\%-fiX, fiercely 'looking warrior, Sulin-corma, Hue eyes, 
Cokcrwasthe eldest of the sons of Trathal: Comhal, who 
was the father of Fingal, was very young when the present ex- 
pedition to Ireland happened. It is remarkable, that, of all the 
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• 

As Trenmor, cloathed with meteors, descends 
from the halb of thunder, pouring the dark stoma 
before him over the troubled sea : so Colgar descend- 
ed to battle, and wasted the echoing field. His fa- 
ther rejoiced over the hero : but an arrow came! His 
tomb was raised, without a tear. The king was to 
revenge his son. He lightened forward in battle, till 
Bolga yielded at her streams ! 

When peace returned to the land : When his blue 
waves bore the king to Morven : then he remember- 
ed his son, and poured the silent tear. Thrice did the 
. bards, at the cave of Fumiono, call the soul of Col- 
gar. They called him to the hills of his land. He 
heard them in his mist. Trathal placed his sword in 
the cave, that the spirit of his son might rejoice. 

" Colgar,* son of Trathal !" said Fdlan, " thou 
wert renowned in youlh! But the king hath not 
marked my sword, bright-streaming on the field. I 
go forth with the crowd. I return, without my fame. 
But the foe approaches, Ossian ! I hear their murniur 

ancestors of Fingal, tradition makes the least mention of Com- 
ha\ ; which, probably, proceeded from, the unfortunate life and 
untimely death of that hero. From some passages, concerning 
him, we learn, indeed, that he was brave, but he wanted 
Conduct. 

• The poem begins here to mark strongly the character of 
Fillan, who is to make so great a Agure in the sequel. He has 
the impatience, the ambition and fire which are peculiar to a 
young hero. Kindled with the fame of Coigar, he forgets his 
untimely fall. From Fillan's expressions in this passage, M 
would seem, that he was neglected by Fingal, on account of 
his youth. 
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on the heath. The sound of their steps is like thun- 
der, in the bosom of the ground, when the rocking 
hills shake their groves^ and not a blast pours from 
the darkened sky !" 

Ossian turned sadden on his spear. He raised the 
flame of an oak on high* 4 spread it large^ on Mora's 
wind. Cathmor stopt in his course. Gleaming he 
stood^ like a rock, on whose sides are the wandering 
of blasts i which seize its echoing streams, and clothe 
them over with ice. So stood the friend* of 
strangers ! The winds lift his heavy locks. Thou art 
the tallest of the race of Erin, king of streamy Atha ! 

•' First of bards," said Cathmor, '* Fonar,t call 
the chiefs of Erin. Call red-hair*d Cormar : dark- 
browed Malthos : the side-long-looking gloom of 
Maronan. Let the pride of Foldath appear. The red- 
rolling eye of Turlotho. Nor let Hidalla be forgot ; 
his voice, in danger, is the sound of a shower, when 
it falls in the blasted vale, near Atha's falling s^eam. 
Pleasant is its sound, on the plain, whilst broken 
thunder travels over the sky !" 

They came, in their clanging arms. They bent 
forward to his voice, as if a spirit of their fathers 
spoke from a cloud of night. Dreadful shone they to 

* Cathmor is distinguished, by this honourable title, on ac- 
count of his generosity to strangers, which was so great as to be 
remarkable even in those days of hospitality. 

f F6nar, the man of song. Before the introduction of Chris- 
tianity a name was not imposed upon any person, till he had 
distinguished himself by some remarkable action, from which 
his name should be derived. 
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the light ; like the fall of the stream of Bmaio,* 
when the meteor lights it, before the nightly stranger. 
Shuddering, he stops in his journey, and looks up for 
the beam of the mom ! 

'' Why t delights Foldath," said the king, '< to 
pour the blood of foes by night ? Fails his arm in 
battle, in the beams of day ? Few are the foes be- 
fore us, why should. we clothe us in shades ? The 
valiant delight to shine, in the battles of their land ! 
Thy counsel was in vain, chief of Moma ! The eyes 
of Morven do not sleep. They are watchful, as 
eagles, on their mossy rocks. Let each collect, be- 
neath his cloud, the strength of his roaring tribe. 
To-morrow I move, in light, to meet the foes of 
Bolga ? Mighty J was he, that is low, the race of 
Borbar-Duthul!" 

" Not unmarked ! said Foldatli, " were my steps 
before thy race. In light, I met the foes of Cairbar. 
The warrior praised my deeds. But his stone was 
raised without a tear ? No bard || sung over £rin*s 

• Bramo was a place of worship (Fing. b. 6.) in Craca, 
which is supposed to be one of the isles of Shetland. It was 
thought, that the spirits of the deceased haunted it, by night, 
which adds more terror to the description introduced here. The 
horrid circle of Brumo, where often, they said, the ghosts of 
the dead howled round the stone of fear. 

t From this passage, it appears, that it was Foldath who 
had advised the night attack. The gloomy character of Foldath 
is properly contrasted to the generous, the open Cathmor. 

X By this exclamation Cathroor intimates that he intends to 
revenge the death of his brother Cairbar. 

U To have no funeral elegy sung over his tomb, was, among 
the Celtse, reckoned the greatest misfortune that could befal 
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king. Shall his foes rejoice along their mossy hills ? 
No : they must not rejoice ! He was the friend of 
Foldath ! Our words were mixed, in secret, in 
Moma*s silent cave ; whilst thou, a boy in the field, 
pursuedst the thistle's beard. With Moma's sons I 
shall rush abroad, and find the foe, on his dusky 
hills. Fingal shall lie, witliout his song, the grey- 
haired king of Selma." 

" Dost thou think thou feeble man,*' replied Cath- 
mor, half-enraged : *^ Dost thou think Fingal can fall, 
witliout his fame, in Fxin ? Could the bards be si- 
lent at the tomb of Selma's king ? Ihe song would 
burst in secret ! the spirit of the king would rejoice ! 
It is when thou shalt fall, that the bard shall forget 
the song. Thou art dark, chief of Moma, though 
thine arm is a tempest in war. Do 1 forget the king 
of Erin, in his narrow house ? My soul is not lost 
to Cairbar, the brother of my love ! 1 marked the 
bright beams of joy, which travelled over his cloudy 
mind, when I returned, with fame, to Atha of the 
streams." 

Tall they removed, beneath the words of the king. 
Each to his own dark tribe ; where, humming, they 
rolled on the heath, faint-glittering to the stars : like 
waves, in a rocky bay, before the nightly wind. Be- 
neath an oak, lay the chief of Atlia. His shield, a 
dusky round, hung high. Near him, against a rock, 

a man ; as his soul could not otherwise be admitted to the airy 
hall of his fathers. 
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leaned the fair stranger * of Inis-huna : that beam of 
light, with wandering locks^ from Lumen of the roes. 
At distance rose the voice of Fonar^ with the deeds 
of the days of old. The song fails, at times, in Lu« 
bar's growing roar ! 

''Crothar/'t begun the bard, " first dwelt at 
Atha*s mossy stream ! A thousand oaks, X from the 
mountains, formed his echoing hall. The gather- 
ing of the people was there, around the feast of 
the blue-eyed king. But who, among his chiefs, 

* By the stranger of InU-hunay is meant Sulmalla, the 
daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, the ancient name of 
that part of South Britain, which is next to the Irish coast* 
She had followed Cathmor in disguise. Her story is related at 
large in the fourth book. 

t Crothar was the ancestor of Cathmor, and the first of hii 
family who had settled in Atha. It was in his time that the 
first wars were kindled between the Fir-bolg and Cael. The 
propriety of the episode is evident ; as the contest which origi- 
nally rose between Crothar and Conar subsisted afterwards be- 
tween their posterity, and was the foundation of the story of 
the poem. 

X From this circumstance we may learn, that the art of 
building with stone was not known in Ireland so early as the 
days of Crothar. When the colony were long settled in the 
country, the arts of civil life began to increase among them, 
for we find mention made of the towtrs of Atha in the time of 
Cathmor, which could not well be applied to wooden buildings. 
In Caledonia they begun very early to build with stone. None 
of the houses of Fingal, excepting Ti-foirmal, were of wood. 
Ti-foirmal was the great hall where the bards met to repeat their 
oonipositions annually, before they submitted them to the judg- 
ment of the king in Selma. By some accident or other, this 
wooden house happened to be burnt, and an ancient bard, in 
the character of Os ian, has left us a curious catalogue of the 
furniture which it contained. The poem is not just now in 
my hands, otherwise I would lay here a translation of it before 
the reader. It has little poetical merit, and evidently bears the 
marks of a later period. 
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was like the stately Crothar ? Warriors kindled iii 
his presence. The young sigh of the virgins rose. 
In Alnecma * was the warrior honoured : the first 
of the race of Bolga. 

" He pursued the chace in UUin : on the moss- 
covered top of Drumardo. From the wood looked 
the daughter of Cathmin, the blue-rolling eye of 
Con-lama. Her sigh rose in secret. She bent- her 
head, midst her wandering locks. The moon looked 
in> at night, and saw the white- tossing of her arms j 
for she thought of the mtgh^ Crothar^ in the season 
of dreams. 

" Three days feasted Crothar with Cathmin. On 
the fourth they awaked the hinds. Con-lama moved 
to the chace, with all her lovely steps. She met 
Crothar in the narrow path. The bow fell, at once, 
from her hand. She turned her face away, and half- 
hid it with her locks. The love of Crothar rose. 
He brought the white-bosomed maid to Atha. Bards 
raised the song in her presence. Joy dwelt round the 
daughter of Cathmin. 

" The pride of Turloch rose, a youth who loved 
the white-handed Con-lama. He came, with battle^ 
to Alnecma 3 to Atha of the roes. Cormul went 
forth to the strife, the brother of car-borne Crothar. 

* Alnecma, or Alnecmacht, was the ancient name of Con- 
naught. UUin is still the Irish name of the province of Ulster. 
To avoid the multiplying of' notes, I shall here give the signi- 
fication of the names in this episode. Drumardo, high ridge* 
Cathmin, ccUm in battle. Con-lamha, soft hand, Turloch, 
man of the quiver* Cormul, blue eye. 
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He went forth, but he fell. The sigh of his people 
rose. Silent and tall, across the stream, came the 
darkening strength of Crothar : he roiled the foe from 
Alnecma. He returned, midst the joy of Con-lama. 

" Battle on battle comes . Blood is poured on blood. 
The tombs of the valiant rise. Erin's clouds are hung 
round with ghosts. The chiefs of the south gathered 
round the echoing shield of Crotliar. He came, 
-with death, to the paths of the foe. The virgins 
wept, by the streams of Ullin. They looked to the 
mist of the hill : No hunter descended from its folds. 
Silence darkened in the land. Blasts sighed lonely 
on grassy tombs. 

" Descending like the eagle of heaven, with all 
his rustling wings, when he forsakes the blast, with 
joy, the son of Trenmor came 5 Conar, arm of death, 
from Morven of the groves. He poured his might 
along green Erin. Death dimly strode behind his 
sword. The sons of Bolga fled, ikim his course, as 
from a stream, that bursting from the stormy desert, 
rolls the fields together, with all their echoing woods. 
Crothar * met him in battle : but Alnecma*s war- 
riors fled. The king of Atha slowly retired, in the 

• The delicacy here, with regard to Crothar, is proper. As 
he was the ancestor of Cathmor, to whom the episode is ad- 
dressed, the bard softens his defeat, by only mentioning that 
his people Jied. Cathmor took the song ot Fonar in an unfa- 
vourable light. The bards being of the order of the Druids, 
who pretended to a foreknowledge of events, were supposed 
to have some supernatural prescience of futurity. 'I he king 
thought, that the choice of Fonar's song proceeded from his 
foreseeing the unfortunate issue of the war ; and that his own 
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grief of his soul. He afterwards shone in the soadi | 
but dim as the sun of Autumn ; when he visits^ in 
his robes of mist, Lara of dark streams. The wi« 
thered grass is covered with dew : the iield^ though 
bright, is sad!'* 

" Why wakes the bard before me/' said Cathmor, 
^ the memory of those who fled ? Has some ghost, 
from his dusky cloudy bent forward to thine ear $ to 
frighten Cathmor from the fidd, with the tales of 
old ? Dwellers of the skirts of night, your voice is 
but a blast to me^ which takes the grey thistle's 
head, and strews its beard on streams. Within my 
bosom is a voice. Others hear it not. His soul for* 
bids the king- of Erin to shrink back from war." 

Abashed the bard sinks back in night : retired he 
bends above a stream. His thoughts are on the days 
of Atha, when Cathmor heard his song with joy. 
His tears come rolling down. The winds are in his 
beard. Erin sleeps around. No sleep comes down 
on Cathmor*s eyes. Dark, in his soul, he saw the 
spirit of low-laid Cairbar. He saw him, without 
his song, rolled in a blast of night. He rose. His 
steps were round the host. He struck, at times, his 
echoing shield. The sound reached Ossian's ear, on 
Mora*s mossy brow. 

*' Fillan," I said, " the foes advance. I hear the 

fote was shadowed out, in that of his ancestor Crothar. The 
attitude of the bard, after the reprimand of his patron, is pic- 
turesque and affecting. We admire the speech of Cathmor, 
but lament the eflfect it has on the feeling soul of the good 
old poet. 
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shield of war. Stand tbou in the narrow path. Os- 
sian shall mark their couise. If over my fall the 
host should pour ; then be thy buckler heard. Awake 
the king on his heath, lest his fame should fly away." 
I strode in all my rattling arms 5 wide-bounding over 
a stream that darkly-winded, in a field, before the 
king of Atha. Green Atha's king, with lifted spear, 
c^ame forward on my course. Now would we have 
mixed in horrid fray, like two contending ghosts, 
that bending forward, from two clouds, send forth 
the roaring winds 3 did not Ossian behold, on high, 
the helmet of Erin's kings. The eagle's wing spread 
above it, rustling in the breeze. A red star looked 
thro' the plumes. 1 stopt the lifted spear. 

*' The helmet of kings is before roe ! Who art 
thou, son of night ? Shall Ossian's spear be re- 
nowned, when thou art lowly-laid ? At once he dropt 
the gleaming lance. Growing before me seemed the 
form. He stretched his hand in night. He spoke 
the words of kings. 

" Friend, of the spirits of heroes, do I meet thee 
thus in shades ? I have wished for thy stately steps 
in Atha, in the days of joy. Why should my spear 
now arise ? The sun must behold us, Ossian, when 
we bend, gleaming, in the strife. Future warriori 
shall mark the place : and, shuddering, think of 
other years. I'hey shall mark it, like the haunt of 
ghosts pleasant and dreadful to the soul." 

*' Shall it then be forgot/' I said, *' where wo 
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meet in peace ? Is the remembrance of battles al« 
ivays pleasant to the soul ? Do not we behold, with- 
joy, the place where our' fathers feasted? But our 
eyes are full of tears, on the fields of their war. 
This stone shall rise, with .all its moss, and speak to 
other years. " Here Cathmor and Ossian met : the 
warriors met in peace !" When thou, O stone, shalt 
fail. When Lubar*s stream shall roll away ! then 
shall the traveller come, and bend here, perhaps, in 
rest. When the darkened moon is rolled over his 
head, our shadowy forms may come, and, mixing 
with his dreams, remind him of this place. But why 
tumest thou so dark away, son of Borbar-du-thul ?"* 

'' Not forgot, son of Fingal, shall we ascend these 
winds. Our deeds are streams of light, before the 
eyes of bards. But darkness is rolled on Atha : the 
king is low, without his song : still there was a beam 
towards Cathmor from his stormy soul 5 like the moon, 
in a cloud, amidst the dark-red course of thunder." 

** Son of Erin," I replied, " my wrath dwells not 
jn his earth. f My hatred flies, on eagle- wing, from 

* Borbar-duthul, the surly warrior of the dark-Irrown eyes. 
That his name suited well with his character, we may easily 
conceive, from the story delivered concerning him, by Malthos, 
toward the end of the sixth book. He was the brother of that 
ColcuUa, who is mentioned in the episode which begins the 
fourth book. 

f This reply abounds with the sentiments of a noble mind. 
Though, of all men living, he was the most injured by Cairbar, 
yet he lays aside his rage as the foe was low. How different is 
this from the behaviour of the heroes of other ancient poems ? 
Cynthius aurem vellit. 
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the foe that is low. He shall hear tbe song of bards. 
Cairbar shall rejoice on his winds." 

Cathmor's swelling soul arose. He took the dag- 
ger from his side > and placed it gleaming in my 
hand. • He placed it^ in my hand> with sighs, and, 
silent, strode away. Mine eyes followed his depar- 
ture. He dimly gleamed, like the form of a ghost, 
which meets a traveller, by night, on the dark-skirted 
heath. His words are dark like songs of old r with 
moming strides the unfmished shade away ! 

* Who comes from Lubar's vale ? From the skirts 
of the moming mist ? The drops of heaven are on 
his head. His steps are in the paths. of the sad. It 
is Carril of other times. He comes from Tura's si- 
lent cave. I behold it dark in the rock, thro' the thin 
folds of mist. There, perhaps, Cuthullin sits, on 
the blast which bends its trees. Pleasant is the song 
of the morning from the bard of Erin ! 

'' The waves crowd away," said Carril. " They 
crowd away for fear. They hear the sound of thy 
coming forth, O sun ! Terrible is thy beauty, son 
of heaven, when deatli is descending on thy locks : 
when thou roUest thy vapours before thee, over the 

• The morning of the second day, from the opening of the 
poem comes on. After the death of Cuthullin, Carril, the son 
of Kinfena, his bard, retired to the caveof Tura, which was in 
the neighbourhood of Moi-lena, the scene of the poem of Te- 
mora. His casual appearance here enables Ossian to fulfil im- 
mediately the promise he had made to Cathmor, of causing the 
pmerul song to be pronounced over the tomb of Cairbair. This 
book takes up only the space of a few hours, 

VOL. II. R 
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blasted host. Bat pleasant is tby beam to the htintef;, 
sitting by the rock in a stortn, when thoa shewest 
thyself from the parted cloud, and brightenest his 
dewy locks : he looks down on the streamy vale, and 
beholds the descent of roes ! How long shalt thoa 
rise on war, and roll, a bloody shield, thro* heaven ? 
I see the death of heroes, dark-wandering over thy 
fac^ !" 

" Why wander the words of Carril ?" I said. 
•' Does the son of heaven moorn > He is unstained 
in his course, ever rejoicing in his fire. Roll on, 
thou careless light. Thou too, perhaps, must fall. 
Thy darkening hour may seize thee, struggling, as 
thou roUest through thy sky. But pleasant is the 
voice of tlie bard : pleai^ant to Ossian^s soul ! It is 
like the shower of the morning, when it comes thro' 
the rustling vale, on which the sun looks thro' mist, 
just rising from his rocks. But this is no tim6, 
bard ! to sit down, at the strife of song. Fingal is 
in arms on the vale. Thou seest the flaming shield 
of the king. His face darkens between his locks. 
He beholds the wide rolling of Erin . Does not Car- 
ril behold that tomb, beside the roaring stream? 
Three stones lift their grey heads, beneath a bending 
oak. A king is lowly laid ! Give thou his soul to 
the wind. He is the brother of Cathmor ! Open his 
airy hall ! Let thy song be a stream of joy to Cairbar's 
darkened ghost !" 
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Morning coming on, Fingal, after a speech to his people, de- 
volves the command on Gaul, the son of Morni ; it being 
the custom of the times, that the king should not engage, 
till the necessity of affairs required his superior valour and 
conduct. The king and Ossian retire to the rock of Cormul, 
v?hich overlooked the field of battle. The bards sing the war- 
song. The general conflict is described. Gaul, the son of 
Morni, distinguishes himself ; kills Turlathon, chief of Mo- 
ruth, and other chiefs of lesser name. On the other hand, 
Foldath, who commanded the Irish army (for Cathmor, 
after the example of Fingal, kept himself from battle) fights 
gallantly ; kills Connal, chief of Dun-Iora, and advances to 
engage Gaul himself. Gaul, in the mean time, being wound- 
ed in the hand, by a random arrow, is covered by Fillan, the 
son of Fingal, who performs prodigies of valour. Night 
comes on. The horn of Fingal recals his army. The bards 
meet them, with a congratulatory song, in which the praises 
of Gaul and Fillan are particularly celebrated. The chiefs sit 
down at a feast ; Fingal misses Connal. The episode of Con- 
nal and Duth-caron is introduced ; which throws further light 
on the ancient history of Ireland. Carril is dispatched to raise 
the tomb of Connal. The action of this book takes up the 
second day, from the opening of the poem. 

'Boofe C^ftD. 

Who is that, at blue>streaming Lubar? Who, by 
the bending hill of roes ? Tall, he leans on an oak 
torn from high, by nightly winds. Who but Com- 
hal's son, brightening in the last of his fields ? His 
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grey hair is on the breeze. He half unsheaths the 
sword of Luno. His eyes are turned to Moi-lena, to 
the dark moving of foes. Dost thou hear the voice of 
the king ? It is like the bursting of a stream^ in the 
desert, when it comes, between its echoing rocks^ to 
the blasted field of the sun ! 

'' Wide-skirted comes down the foe ! Sons of 
woody Selma, aris^ ! Be ye like the rocks of our 
land, on whose brown sides are the rolling of streams. 
A beam of joy comes on my soul. I see the foe 
mighty before me. It is when he is feeble, that the 
sighs of Fingal are heard : lest death should come 
without renown, and darkness dwell on his tomb. 
Who shall lead the war, against the host of Alnecma ? 
It is, only when danger grows, that my sword shall 
shine. Such was the custom, heretofore, of Tren- 
mor the ruler of winds ! and thus descended to battle 
the blue-shielded Trathal ! 

The chiefs bend toward the king. Each darkly 
seems to claim the war. They tell, by halves, their 
mighty deeds. They turn their eyes on Erin. But 
far before the rest the son of Morni stands. Silent 
he stands, for who had not heard of the battles of 
Gaul ? They rose within his soul. His hand, in se- 
cret, seized the sword. The sword which he brought 
from Strumon, when the strength of Morni failed.* 

* Strumon, stream of the hilly the name of the seat of the 
family of Gaul, in the neighbourhood of Selma. During Gaul's 
expedition to Tromathon, mentioned in the poem of Oithona, 
Morni his father died. Morni ordered the sword of Strumon^ 
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On his spear leans Fillan of Selma,* in the wan- 
dering of his locks. Thrice he raises his eyes to Fin- 

(which had been preserved, in the family, as a relique, from 
the days of Colgach, the most renowned of his ancestors) to be 
laid by his side, in the tomb : at the same time, leaving it in 
charge to his son, not to take it from thence, till he vras re- 
duced to the last extremity. Not long after, two of his brothers 
being slain, in battle, by Coldaronnan, chief of Clutha, Gaul 
went to his father's tomb to take the sword. His address to the 
spirit of the deceased hero, is the subject of the following short 
poem. 

G A L. ** Breaker of echoing shields, whose head is deep in 
shades ; hear me from the darkness of Clora, O son of Colgach, 
hear! 

*< No rustling, like the eagle's wing, comes over the course 
of my streams. Deep bosomed in the midst of the desert, O 
king of Strumon, hear ! 

«* Dwellest thou in the shadowy breeze, that pours its dark 
wave over the grass ? Cease to strew the beard of the thistle ; O 
chief of Clora, hear! 

** Or ridest thou on a beam, amidst the dark trouble of 
clouds.' Poorest thou the loud wind on seas, to roll their blue 
waves over isles ? hear me, father of Gaul ; amidst thy terrors, 
hear! 

*' The rustling of eagles is heard, the murmuring oaks shake 
tlieir heads on the hills : dreadful and pleasant is thy approach, 
friend of the dwelling of heroes. 

Morn I. « Who awakes me, in the midst of my cloud, 
where my loofts of mist spread on the winds ?i Mixed with the 
noise of streams, why rises the voice of Gaul ? 

Gaul. " My foes are around me, Morni ; their dark ships 
descend from their waves. Give the sword of Strumon, that 
beam which thou hidest in thy night. 

Morn I. ** Take the sword of resounding Strumon ; I look 
on thy war, my son ; I look, a dim meteor, from my cloud v 
blue-shielded Gaul, destroy." 

♦ Clatho was the daughter of Cathulla, king of Inistore. Fin- 
gal, in one of his expeditions to that island, fell in love with 
Clatho, and took her to wife, after the death of Ros-crana, the 
daughter of Cormac, king of Ireland. 

Clatho was the mother of Ryno, Fillan, and Bosmina, men- 
tioned in the battle of Lora. Fillan is often called the son of 
Clatho, to distinguish him from those sons which Fingal had 
by Ros-crana. 
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gal : his v(Hce thrice fails him^ as he speaks. My 
brother could not boast of battles : at once he strides; 
away. Bent over a distant stream he stands : the tear 
hangs in his eye. He strikes, at times, the thistle's 
head, with his inverted spear. Nor is he unseen of 
Fingal. Sidelong he beholds his son. He beholds 
him, with bursting joy 3 and turns, amid his crowded 
soul. In silence turns the king toward Mora of 
woods. He hides the big tear with his locks. At 
length his voice is heard. 

" First of the sons of Momi ! Thou rock that de- 
vest the storm ! Lead thou my battle, for the race of 
low-laid Cormac. No boy's staff* is thy spear : no 
harmless beam of light thy sword. Son of Morni of 
steeds, behold the foe ! Destroy ! Fillan, observe the 
chief ! He is not calm in strife : nor bums he, heed- 
less, in battle. My son, observe the chief! He is 
strong as Lubar's stream, but never foams and roars. 
High on cloudy Mora, Fingal shall behold the war. 
Stand, Ossian,* near thy father, by the falling stream. 
Raise the voice, O bards ! Selma, move beneath the 
sound. It is my latter field. Clothe it over with 
light." 

As the sudden rising of winds ; or distant rolling 
of troubled seas, when some dark ghost, in wrath 
heaves the billows over an isle : an isle, the seat of 
mist, on the deep, for many dark-brown years ! So 

* UUin being sent to Morven with the body of Oscar, Ossian 
attends his father, in quality of chief bard. 
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terrible is the sound of the host> wide-moving over 
the^eld. Gaul is tall before tliem. The streams 
glitter within his strides. The bards raise the song 
by his side. He strikes his shield between. On the 
skirts of the blast, the tuneful voices rise. 

'* On Crona/' said the bards, '' there bursts a 
stream by night. It swells in its own dark course, 
till morning's early beam. Then comes it white from 
the hill, with the rocks and their hundred groves. 
Far be my steps from Crotia. Death is tumbling 
there. Be ye a stream from Mora, sons of cloudy 
Morven !" 

'^ Who rises, from his car, on Clutha ? The hills 
are trouWed before the king ! The dark woods echo 
round, and lighten at his steel. See him, amidst the 
foe, like Ccdgach's * sportful ghost : when he scat^ 

^ There are some traditions, but, I believe, of late inven- 
.li«ii, that this Colg^ach was the same with the Galgacus of 
Tacitus. He was the ancestor of Gaul, the son of Morni, and 
appears, from some, really ancient, traditions, to have been 
king, or Vergobret, of the Caledonians ; and hence proceeded 
the pretensions of the family of Morni to the throne, which 
created a good deal of disturbanci^, both to Comhal>and his soA 
Fingal. The first was killed in battle by that tribe ; and it was 
after Fingal was grown up, that they were reduced to obedience; 
Colgach s\^\fies Jlercely'loo/fing ; which is a'very proper name 
for a warrior, and is probably the origin of Galgacus ; though I 
believe it a matter of mere conjecture, that the Colgach here 
mentioned was the same with that hero. 1 cannot help ob- 
serving, that the song of the bards is conducted with propriety. 
Gaul, whose experience might have rendered his cpndi)ct cau- 
tious in war, has the example of his father, just rushing to 
battle, set before his eyes. FlUan, on the other hand, whose 
youth might make him impetuous and unguarded in action, is 
put in mind of the sedate and serene behaviour of Fingal upon 
like occasions. 
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ters the clouds, and rides the eddying winds I It is 
Morni * of bounding steeds ! Be like thy father, O 
Gaul !" 

" Selma is opened wide. Bards take the trembling 
harps. Ten youths bear the oak of the feast. A 
distant stui-beam marks the hill. The dusky waves 
of the blast fly over the fields of grass. Why art 
thou silent, O Selma ? The king returns with all his 
fame. Did not the battle roar -, yet peaceful is his 
brow ? It roared, and Fmgal overcame. Be like thy 
father, OFillan!" 

They move beneath the song. High wave their 
arms, as rushy fields,' beneath autumnal winds. On 
JVIora stands the king in arms. Mist flies round his 
buckler abroad ; as, aloft, it hung on a bough, on 
Cormul*s mossy rock. In silence I stood by Fingal, 
and turned my eyes on Cromla*s f wood : lest I should 
behold the host, and rush amid my swelling sou}. 
My foot is forward on the heath. 1 glittered, tall, in 
steel : like the falling streafa of Tromo, which nightly 
winds bind over with ice. The boy sees it, on high, 
' gleaming to the early beam : toward it he turns his 
ear, and wonders why it is so silent ! 

Nor bent over a stream is Cathmor, like a youth in 
a peaceful field. Wide he drew forward the war, a 

• The expedition of Morni to Clutha, alluded to here, is 
handed down in tradition., 

t The mountain Cromla was in the neighbourhood of the 
scene of this poem ; which was nearly the same with that of 
Fingal. 
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dark and troubled wave. But when he beheld Fmgal 
on Mora, his generous pride arose. *' Shall the chief 
of Atha fight, and no king in the field ? Foldath lead 
my people forth. Thou art a beam of fire." 

Forth issues Foldath of Moma, like a cloud, the 
robe of ghosts. He drew his sword, a flame, from 
his side. He bade the battle move. Tlie tribes, 
like ridgy waves, dark pour their strength around. 
Haughty is his stride before them. His red eye rolls 
in wrath. He calls Cormul chief of Dunratho^* 
and his Words were heard. 

*' Cormul, thou beholdest that path. It wind* 
green behind the foe. Place thy people there ; lest 
Selma should escape from my sword. Bards of green- 
valleyed Erin, let no voice of yours arise. The sons 
of Morven must fall without song. They are the foes 
of Cairbar. Hereafter shall the traveller meet their 
dark, thick mist on Lena, where it wanders, with 
their ghosts, beside the reedy lake. Never shall they 
rise, without song, to the dwelling of winds." 

Cormul darkened, as he went. Behind him rushed 
his tribe. They sunk beyond the rock. Gaul spoke 
to Fillan of Selma 5 as his eye pursued the course of 

* Dun-ratho, a hilly with a plain on its top. Corm-uil, 
hlue eye. Foldaih dispatches here, Cormul to lie in ambush 
behind the army of the Caledonians. This speech suits with 
the character of Foldath, which is, throughout, haughty and 
presumptuous. Towards the latter end of this speech, we find 
the opinion of the times, concerning the unhappiness of the 
' souls of those who were buried without the funeral song. This 
doctrine was inculcated by the bards, to make their order re- 
spectable and necessary. 
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the dark-eyed chief of Dun -radio. '^ Thou beholdest 
the steps of Cormul ! Let thine arm be strong ! When 
he is low, son of Fingal, remember Gaul in war. 
Here I fall forward into battle, amid the ridge of 
shields." 

The sign of death ascends : the dreadful sound of 
Momi's shield. Gaul pours his voice between.. Fingal 
rises on Mora. He saw them, from wing to wing, 
bending at once in strife. Gleaming, on his own 
dark hill, stood Cathmor of streamy Atha. l*he kings 
were like two spirits of heaven, standing each on hi« 
gloomy cloud , wlicn they pour abroad the winds, 
and lift the roaring seas. The blue tumbling of waves 
is before them, marked with the paths of whales. 
They, them selves are calm and bright. The gale lifts 
slowly their locks of mist ! 

What beam of light bangs high in air ! What beami 

but Momi's dreadful sword ! Death is strewed on thy 

paths, O Gaul ! Thou foldest .them together in thy 

rage. Like a young oak falls Tur-lathon,* with his 

branches round him. His high-bosomed spouse 

stretches her white arms, in dreams, to the returniqg 

chief, as she sleeps by gurgling Moruth, in her disi> 

ordered locks. It is his ghost, Oichoma. Tlie chief 

is lowly laid. Hearken not to the winds for Turla* 

thon's echoing shield. It is pierced, by his streams. 

Its sound is past away. 

• Tur-lathon, broad-trunk of a tree, Moruth, great stream* 
Oichaoina, mild maid. Dun-lora, the hill of the noisy stream* 
Duth-caron, dark-brown man. 
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Not peaceful is the hand of Foldath. He winds 
his course in blood. Connal met him in fight. They • 
mixed their clanging steel. Why should mine eyes 
behold them ? Connal, thy locks are grey ! Thou 
wert the friend of strangers, at the moss-covered rock 
of Dun-lora. When the skies were rolled together : 
then thy feast was spread. The stranger heard the 
winds without 5 and rejoiced at thy burning oak. 
Whjy son of Duth-caron, art thou laid in blood ! 
The blasted tree bends above thee. Thy shield lies 
broken near. Thy blood mixes with the stream ; thou 
breaker of the shields I 

Ossian took the spear, in his wrath. But Gaul 
rushed forward on Foldath. The feeble pass by his 
side : his rage is turned on Moma's chief. Now they 
bad raised their deathful spears : unseen an arrow 
came. It pierced the hand of Gaul. His steel fell 
sounding to earth. Young Fillan came,* with Cor- 
mul's shield ! He stretched it large before the chief. 
Foldath sent his shouts abroad, and kindled all the 
field : as a blast that lifts the wide- winged flame over 
Lumon's echoing groves. f 

" Son of blue-eyed Clatho," said Gaul, '' O Fil- 
Ian ! thou art a beam from heaven ; that, coming on 

* Fillan had been dispatched by Gaul to oppose Cormul, who 
had been sent by Foldath to lie in ambush behind the Caledo- 
nian army. It appears that Fillan had killed Cormul, other- 
wise, he could not be supposed to have possessed himself of the 
shield of that chief. 

f Lumon, lending hill ; a mountain in Inis-huna, or that 
part of South-Britain which is over-against the Irish coast. 
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the troubled deep, binds up tlie tempest's wing. 
Cormul is fallen before thee. Early art thou in 
the fame of thy fathers. Rush not too far, my 
hero. I cannot \ih the spear to aid. I stand 
harmless in battle : but my voice shall be poured 
abroad. The sons of Selma shall hear^ and remem* 
ber my former deeds/* 

His terrible voice rose on the wind. The host 
bends forward in fight. Often had they heard him, 
at Strumon, when he called them to the chace of the 
binds. He stands tall, amid the war, as an oak iii 
the skirts of a storm, which now is clothed on high^ 
in mist : then shew its broad, waving head. The 
musing hunter lifts his eye, froni his own rushy 
field! 

My soul pursues thee, O FiUan ! through the path 
of thy fame. Thou roUedst the foe before thee- 
Now Foldath, perhaps, may fly : but night comes: 
down with its clouds. Catl)mor*s horn is heard on 
high. The sons of Selma hear the voice of Fingal, 
from Mora's gathered mist. The bards pour their 
song, like dew, on the returning war. 

" Who comes from Strumon," they said, " amid 
her wandering locks ? She is mournful in her steps,, 
and lifts her blue eyes toward Erin. Why art thou 
sad, Evir-choma ? * Who is like thy chief in re- 
nown ? He descended dreadful to battle ; he returns, 

* Evir-choama, mild and stately maidj the wife of Gaul. 
She was the daughter of Casdu-conglass, chief of I-dronlo, 
one of the Hebrides. 
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Jike a light from a cloud. He raised the sword in 
wrath : tliey shrunk before blue-shielded Gaul ! 

'' Joy, like the rustling gale, comes on the soul of 
the king. He remembers the battles of old } the days^ 
wherein his fathers fought. The days of old return 
on FingaFs mind, as he beholds the renown of hi9 
son. As the son rejoices^ from his cloudy over the tree 
his beams have raised, as it shakes its lonely head on 
the heath ; so joyful is the king over Fillan ! 

'' As the rolling of thunder on hills, when Lara*s 
fields are still and dark^ such are the steps of Selma, 
pleasant and dreadful to the ear. They return with 
their sound, like eagles to their dark-browed rock^ 
after the prey is torn on the field, the dun sons of 
the bounding hind. Your fathers rejoice from their 
clouds, sons of streamy Selma !" 

Such was the nightly voice of bards, on Mora of 
the hinds. A flame rose, from an hundred oaks, 
which winds had torn from CormuFs steep. The 
feast is spread in the midst : around sat the gleaming 
chiefs. Fingal is there in his strength. The eagle- 
wing * of his helmet sounds. The rustling blasts of 
the west, unequal rush through night. Long looks 
the king in silence round : at length, his words are 
heard. 

" My soul feels a want in our joy. I behold a 

• The kinp:s of Caledonia and Ireland had a plume of eagle's 
feathers, by way of ornament, in rheir helmets. It was from 
this distinguished mark that Osstan knew Cathmor, in the se<« 
cund book. 
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breach* among my fnends. The bead of ODe tree is 
low. The squally wind pours in on Selma. Where 
IS the chief of Dun-lora ? Ought Connal to be forgot 
at the feast ? When did he forget the stranger^ in the 
midst of his echoing hall ? Ve are silent in my pre* 
sence ! Connal is then no more. Joy meet thee, O 
warrior ! like a stream of light. Swift be thy course 
to thy fathers, along the roaring winds ! Ossian, thy 
soul is fire : kindle the memory of th6 king. Awake 
the battles of Connal, when first he shone in war. 
The locks of Connal were grey. His days of youth • 
were mixed- with mine. In one day Duthcaron first 
strung our bows, against the roes of Dun-lora. 

" Many/' I said, " are our paths to battle, ih green 
vallied Erin. Often did our sails arise, over the blue 
tumbling waves 3 when we came, in other days, to 
aid the race of Conar. The strife roared once in Al- 
necma, at the foam-covered streams of Duth-dla. f 
With Cormac descended to battle Duthcaron from 
cloudy Selma. Nor descended Duthcaron alone, his 
son was by his side, the long-haired youth of Connal 

* After the death of Comhal, and during, the usurpation of 
the tribe of Momi, Fingal was educated in private by Duthca- 
ron. It was then he contracted that intimacy with Connal, the 
son of Duthcaron, which occasions his regretring so much his 
fall* When Fingal was grown up, he soon reduced the tribe of 
Momi; and,, as it appears from the subsequent episode, sent 
Duthcaron and his son Connal to the aid of Cormac, the son of 
Conar, king of Ireland, who was driven to the last extremity, 
by the insurrections of the Firbolg. This episode throws far- 
ther light on the contests between the Caol and Firbolg. 

t Duth-iila, a river in Connaught ; it signifies, dark-rushing 

ivater. 
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lifting tlie first of his spears. Thoa didst command 

them^ O Fitigal ! to aid the king of Erin. 

" Like the bursting strength of ocean, the sons of 

Bolga rushed to war. Colc-uUa ♦ was before them, 

the chief of blue-streaming Atha. The battle was 

mixed on the plain. Oormacf shone in his own strife, 

bright as the forms of his fathers. But, far before 

the rest, Duthcaron hewed down the foe. Nor slept 

the arm of Connal by his father's side. Colc-ulla 

prevailed on the plain : like scattered mist, fled the 

people of Cormac.f 

• Colc-ulla, ^rm look in readiness; he was^ the brother of 
Borbar.duthul, the father of Cairbar and Cathmor, who after 
the death of Cormac, the son of Anho, successively mounted 
the Irish throne. 

+ Corniac, the son of Conar, the second king of Ireland, 
of the race of the Caledonians. This insurrci^tion of the Fir- 
bolg happened towards the latter end of the long reign of Ct)r- 
mac. He never possessed the Irish throne peaceably. J he 
party of the family of Atha had made several attempts to over- 
turn the succession in the race of Conar, before they effiected it, 
in the minority of Cormac, the son of Artho. Ireland, from 
the most ancient accounts concerning it, seems to have beeti 
always so disturbed by domestic commotions, that it is difRcult 
to say, whether it ever was, for any length of time, subject to 
one monarch. It is certain, that every province, if not every 
small district, had its own king. One of these petty princes 
assumed, at times, the title of king of Ireland, and, on ac- 
count of his superior force, or in cases of public danger, was 
acknowledged by the rest as such ; but the succession, from fa- 
ther to son, does not appear to have been established. It was 
the divisions amongst themselves, arising from the bad consti- 
tution of their government, that, at last, subjected the Irish 
to a foreign yoke. 

X The inhabitants of Ullin or Ulster, who were of the race 
of the Caledonians, seem, alone, to have been the firm friends 
to the succession in the family ot Conar. The Firbolg were 
only subject to them by constraint, and embraced every oppor** 
tunity to throw oiF their yoke. 
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*' Then fosc the sword of Duthcaron^ and the sted 
of broad-shielded Connal. They shaded their flying 
friends^ like two rocks with their heads of pine. 
Night came down on Duth-ula: silent strode the 
chiefs over the field. A mountain-stream roared 
across the path, nor could Duthcaron bound over its 
course." " Why stands my father?'* said Connal. 
•* I bear the rushing foe." 

'' Fly, Connal," he said. « Tliy father's strengdi 
begins to fail. I come woimded from battle. . Here 
let me rest in night." " But thou shalt not remain 
alone," said Connal's bursting sigh. " My shield 
is an eagle's wing to cover the king of Dun-lora." 
He bends dark above his father. The mighty Duth- 
caron dies. 

Day rose, and night returned. No lonely bard 
appeared, deep -musing on the heath : and could Con- 
nal leave the tomb of his father, till he should receive 
his fame ? He bent the bow against the rose of Duth- 
ula. He spread the lonely feast. Seven nights he 
laid his head on the tomb, and saw his father in his 
dreams. He saw him rolled, dark, in a blast, like 
the vapour of reedy Lego. At length the steps of 
* Colgan came, the bard of high Temora. Duth- 
caron received his fame, and brightened, as he rose 
on the wind. 

* Colgan, the son of Cathmul, was the principal bard of 
Cormac, king of Ireland. The following dialogue, on the loves 
of Fingal and Ros-cr&na, may be ascribed to him : 
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" Pleasant to the ear," said Fingal, *' is the praise 
of the kings of men 5 when their bows are strong in 
battle ', when they soften at the sight of the sad. Thus 
let my name be renowned, when bards shall lighten 
my rising soul. Carril, son of Kinfena ! take the 
bards and raise a tomb. To-night let Connal dwell 
within his narrow house. Let not the soul of the va- 
liant wander on the winds. Faint glimmers the moon 

Ros-CRANA. By night, came a dream to Ros-cr^na I I feel 
my beating soul. 'No vision of the forms of the dead came to 
the blue eyes of Erin. But, rising from the wave of the north , 
1 beheld him bright in his locks. I beheld the son o^ the king. 
My beating soul is high. I laid my head down in night ; again 
ascended the form. Why delayest thou thy coming, young 
ridcT of stormy waves! 

But, there, far-distant, he comes; where seas roll their 
green ridges in mist! Yeung dweller of my soul; why dost 
thou delay — 

FiNGAL. It was the soft voice of Moi>lena! the pleasant 
breeze of the valley of roes ! But why dost thou hide thee in 
shades f Young love of heroes rise. Are not thy steps covered 
with light? In thy groves thou appearest, Ros-crana, like the 
sun in the gathering of clouds. Why dost thou hide thee in 
shades? Young love of heroes rise. 

Ros-CRANA. My buttering soul is high : Let me turn from 
the steps of the king. He has heard my secret voice, and shall 
my blue eyes roll in his presence.' Roe of the hill of moss, to- 
ward thy dweliing I move. Meet me, ye breezes of Mora! as 
1 move through the valley of winds. But why should he ascend 
his ocean } Son of heroes, ray soul is thine ! My steps shall not 
move to the desert : the light of Ros-crana is here. 

FiNGAL. It was the light tread of a ghost, the fair dweller 
of eddying winds. Why deceivest thou me, with thy voice ? 
Here let me rest in shades. Shouldst thou stretch thy white 
arm from thy grove, thou sun-beam of Cormac of Erin! 

Ros-CRANA. He is gone; and my blue eyes are dim ; faint- 
rolling, in all my tears. Bat, there, I behold him, alone ; king 
of Selma, my soul is thine. Ah me ! what clanging of armour! 
Colc-ulla of Atha is near ! 

VOL. II. 8 
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on Moi-lena, thro* the broad headed groves of the 
hill ! Raise stones, beneath its beam, to all the fallen 
in war. Tho* no chiefs were they, yet their hands 
were strong in fight. They were my rock in dan- 
ger. The mountain from which I spread ray eagle^ 
wings. Thence am I renowned. Carril forget not 
the low!" 

Loud, at once, from the hundred bards, rose the 
song of the tomb. Carril strode before U|em, they 
are the murmur of streams behind his steps. Silence 
dwells in the vales of Moi-lena, where each, with its 
own dark rill, is winding between the hills. 1 heard 
the voice of the bards, lessening, as they moved 
along. I leaned forward from my shield ; and felt 
the kindling of my soul. Half-formed, the words of 
my song burst forth upon the wind So hears a tree, 
on the vale, the voice of spring around. It pours its 
green leaves to the sun. It shakes its lonely head. 
The hum of the mountain bee is near it j the hunter 
sees it, with joy, from the blasted heath. 

Young Fillan at a distance stood. His helmet lay 
glittering on the ground. His dark hair is loose to 
the blast. A beam of light is Clatlio's son ! He heard 
the words of the king, with joy. He leaned forward 
on his spear. 

*' My son," said car-borne Fingal^ •' I saw thy 
deeds, and my soul was glad. The fame of our fa- 
thers, I said, bursts from its gathering cloud. Thba 
art brave^ son of Clatho ! but headlong ia the strife. 
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So did not Fingal advance^ tho* he never feared a foe. 
Let ihy people be a ridge behind. They are thy 
strength in the field. Then sbalt thou be long re- 
nowned, and behold the tombs of the old. The me- 
mory of the past returns^ my deeds in other years : 
when first I descended from ocean on the green vaU 
leyed isle." 

We bend towards the voice of the king. The moon 
looks abroad from her cloud. The grey-skirted mist 
is near : the dwelling of the ghosts ! 



TEMORA : 

AN EPIC POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

The second night continues. Fingal relateSi at the feast, his 
own first expedition into Ireland, and his marriage with Ros- 
cr&na, the daughter of Cormac, king of that island. The 
Irish chiefs convene in the presence of Cathmor. The situa- 
tion of the king described. The story of Sul-inala, the daugh- 
ter of Conmor, king of Inis-hnna, who, in the disguise of a 
young warrior, had followed Cathmor to the war. The sul- 
len behaviour of Foldath, who had commanded in the battle 
of the preceding day, renews the difference between him and 
Malthos; hut Cathmor, interposing, ends it. The chiefs 
feast, and hear the song of Fonar the bard. Cathmor re* 
turns to rest, at a distance from the army. The ghost of his 
brother Cairbar appears to him in a dream ; and obscurely 
foretels the issue of the war. The soliloquy of the king. He 
discovers Sul-malla. Morning comes. Her soliloquy closes 
the book. 

IBoofe JTouttli. 

• '' Beneath an oak," said the king, '* I sat on 
Selma's streamy rock, when CJonnal rose, from the 

* This episode has an immediate connection with the story 
of Connal and Duth-caron, in the latter end of the third book. 
Fingal, sitting beneath an oak, near the palace of Selma, dis- 
covers Connal just landing from Ireland. The danger which 
threatened Cormac king of Ireland induces him to sail imme- 
diately to that island. The story is introduced, by the Icing, as 
a pattern for the future behaviour of Fillan, whose rashness in 
the preceding battle is reprimanded. 
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sea, with the broken spear of Duth-caron. Far-dis- 
tant stood the youth. He turned away his eyes. He 
remembered the steps of his father, on his own green 
hills. I darkened in my place. Dusky thoughts flew 
over my soul. The kings of Erin rose before me. I 
half-unsheathed the sword. Slowly approached the 
chiefs. They lifted up their silent eyes. Like a ridge 
of clouds, they wait for the bursting forth of my 
voice. My voice was, to them, a wind from heaven 
to roll the mist away. 

" I bade my white sails to rise, before the roar of 
Cona's wind. Three hundred youths looked, from 
their waves, on Rngal's bossy shield. High on the 
mast it hung, and marked the dark-blue sea. But 
when night came down, I struck, at times, the warn- 
ing boss : I struck, and looked on high, for flery- 
haired Ul-erin.* Nor absent was the star of heaven. 
It travelled red between the clouds. I pursued the 
lovely beam, on the faint-gleaming deep. With 
morning, Erin rose in mist. We came into the bay of 
Moi-lena, where its blue waters tumbled, in the bosom 
of echoing woods. Here Cormac, in his secret hall, 
avoids the strength of Colc-ulla. Nor be alone avoids 
the foe. The blue eye of Ros-crana is there : Ros- 
crdna,f white-handed maid, the daughter of the king ! 

• Ul-crin, the guide to Jreland, a star known by that name 
in the days of Fingal, and very useful to those who sailed, by 
night, from the Hebrides, or Caledonia, to the coast of Ulster. 

•f* Ros-crina, the beam of the rising jun; she was the mother 
of Ossian. The Irish bards relate strange fictions concerning 
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*' Grey, on his pointless spear^ came fortli the aged 
steps of Cormac. He smiled, from his waving locks j 
but grief was in his soul. He saw us few before 
him, and his sigh arose. " 1 see the arms of Tren- 
naor," he said 3 " and these are tlie steps of the 
king ! Fingal ! thou art a beam of light to Cormac's 
darkened soul. Early is thy fame, my son : but 
strong are the foes of Erin. They are like the roar 
of streams in the land, son of car borne Comhal !*' 
*' Yet they may be rolled* away," I said in my 
rising soul. " We are not of the race of the feeble, 
king of blue-shielded hosts ! Why should fear come 
amongst us, like a ghost of night? The soul of 
the valiant grows, when foes increase in the Held. 
Roll no darkness, king of Erin, on tlie young in 
war V* 

" The bursting tears of the king came down. He 
seized my hand in silence." '' Race of tlie daring 
Trenmor !" at length he said, " I roll no cloud be- 
fore thee. Thou burnest in the fire of thy fatliers. 
I behold thy fame. It marks thy course in battle, 
like a stream of light. But wait the coming of Cair- 

this princess Their stories, however, concerning Fingal, if 
they mean him by Fion Mac-Comnal, are so inconsistent and 
notoriously fabulous, that they do not deserve to be mention- 
ed ; for they evidently bear, along with them, the marks of late 
invention. 

♦ Cormac had said that the foes were like the roar of streams, 
and Fmgal continues the metaphor. The speech of the young 
hero is spirited, and consistent with that sedate intrepidity, 
which eminently distinguishes his character throughout. 
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bar,* my son must join thy sword. He calls the sons 
of Erin^ from all their distant streams.'* 

*' We came to the hall of the king, where it rose 
in the midst of rocks, on whose dark sides were the 
marks of streams of old. Broad oaks bend around 
with their moss< The thick birch is waving near. 
Half-hid, in her shady grove, Ros-cr^a raises the 
song. Her white hands move on the harp. 1 beheld 
her blue- rolling eyes. She was like a spirit f of hea- 
ven half-folded in the skirt of a cloud !" 



* Cairbar, the son of Cormac, was afterwards king of Ire- ■ 
land. His reign was short. He was succeeded by his son 
Artho, the father of that Cormac who was murdered by Cair- 
bar the son of Borbar-duthul. Cairbar, the son of Cormac, 
long after his son Artho was grown to man's estate, had, by his 
wife BeUanno, another son, whose name was Ferad-artho. He 
was the only one remaining of the race of Conar the first king 
of Ireland, when Fingal's expedition against Cairbar the son of 
Borbar-duthul happened. See more of Ferad-artho in the eighth 
book. 

+ The attitude of Ros-crana is illustrated by this simile; for 
the ideas of those times, concerning the spirits of the deceased, 
were not so gloomy and disagreeable, as those of succeeding 
ages. The spirits of women, it was supposed, retained that 
beauty, which they possessed while living, and transported 
themselves, from place to place, with that gliding motion, 
which Homer ascribes to the gods. The descriptions which 
poets, less ancient than Ossian, have left us of those beautiful 
figures, that appeared sometimes on the hills, are elegant and 
picturesque. They compare them to the rain-bow on streams ; 
or, the gilding of swi-beams on the hills. 

A chief who lived three centuries ago, returning from the 
war, understood that his wife or mistress was dead. A bard 
introduces him speaking the following soliloquy, when he came 
within sight of the place, where he had left her, at his departure: 

" My soul darkens in sorrow. I behold not the smoak of my 
hall. No grey dog bounds at my stieams. Silence dwells in 
the valley of trees. 
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*' Three days we feast at Moi-lena. She rises 
bright in my troubled souL Ck)nnac beheld me dark. 
He gave the white-bosomed maid. She comes with 
bending eye, amid the wandering of her heavy locks. 
She came ! Straight the battle roared. Colc-ulla ap- 
peared : I took my spear. My sword rose, with my 
people, against the ridgy foe. Alnecma fled. Colc- 
uUa fell. Fingal returned with fame." 

*' Renowned is he, O Fillan ! who fights, in the 
strength of his host. The bard pursues his steps, 
thro' the land of the foe. But he who fights alone ; 
few are his deeds to other times ! He shines, to-day, 
a mighty light. To morrow, he is low. One song 
contains his fame. His name is on one dark field. 
He is forgot 3 but where his tomb sends forth the 
tufted grass." 

Such are the words of Fingal, on Mora of the roes. 
Three bards, firom the rock of Cormul, pour down 
the pleasing song. Sleep descends, in the sound, on 
the broad-skirted host. Carril returned, with the 
bards, from the totnb of Dun-lora's chief. The voice 
of morning shall not come to the dusky bed of Duth- 

«* Is that a rain-bow on Crunath? It flies: and the sky is 
dark. Again, thou movest, bright, on the heath, thou sun- 
beam cloathed in a shower ! Hah ! it is she, my love ! her glid- 
ing course on the bosom of winds I" 

In succeeding times the beauty of Ros-cr4na, passed into a 
proverb; and the highest compliment, that could be paid to 
a woman, was to compare her person with the daughter of 
Cormac, 

*S tu fein an Ros-cr&na. 
Siol Chormaec na n'ioma Ian. 
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caron. No more shalt thou hear the tread of roes 
around thy narrow house ! 

As roll the troubled clouds, round a meteor of 
night, when they brighten their sides, with its light, 
along the heaving sea : so gathers Erin, around the 
gleaming form of Cathmor. He, tall in the nndst, 
careless lifts, at times, his spear : as swells or falls 
the sound of Fonar's distant harp. * Near him lean- 
ed, against a rock, Sul-mallaf of blue eyes, the 
whiite-bosomed daughter of Conmor, king of Inis- 
huna. To his aid came blue-shielded Cathmor, and 

* In order to illustrate this passage, I shall give, here, the 
history on which it is founded, as I have gathered It from tradi- 
tion. The nation of the Firbolg who inhabited the south of Ire- 
land, being originally descended from the Belgee, who possessed 
the south and south-west coast of Britain, kept up, for many 
ages, an amicable correspondence with their mother-country; 
and sent aid to the British Belgx, when they were pressed by 
the Romans or other new comers from the continent. Con- 
inor, king of Inis-huna (that part of South Britain which is 
over against the Irish coast) being attacked, by what enemy is 
not mentioned, sent for aid to Cairbar, lord of Atha, the most 
fX>tent chief of the Firbol?. Cairbar dispatched his brother 
Cathmor to the assistance of Con-mor. Cathmor, after various 
vicissitudes of fortune, put an end to the war, by the total de- 
feat of the enemies of Inis-huna, and returned in triumph to 
the residence of Con-mor. There, at a feast, Sul-malla, the 
daughter of Con-mor, fell desperately in love with Cathmor, 
who, before her passion vvas disclosed, was recalled to Ireland 
by his brother Cairbar, upon the news of the intended expedi- 
tion of Fingal, to re-establish the family of Conar on the Irish 
throne. The wmd being contrary, Cathmor remained, for three 
days, in a neighbouring bay, during which time Sul-malla dis- 
guised herself in the habit of a young warrior, and cimc to offer 
him her service in the war. Cathmor accepted of the proposal, 
sailed for Ireland, and arrived in Ulster a tew days before the 
death of Cairbar. 

f Sul-malla, slowly-rolling eyes, Caon-mor, mild and tall, 
Inis-huna, g7'een island. 
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roUed his foes away. Sul-malla beheld him stately 
in the hall of feasts. Nor careless rolled the eyes of 
Cathmor on the long-haired maid ! 

The third day arose, when Fithil • came, from Erin 
of the streams. He told of the lifting up of the shield i 
in Selma : He told of the danger of Cairbar. Cath- 
mor raised the sail at Claba : but the winds were in 
other lands. Three days he remained on the coast, 
and turned his eyes on Conmor's halls. He remem- 
bered the daughter of strangers, and his sigh arose. 
Now when the winds awaked the wave : from the 
hill came a youth in arms -, to lift the sword with 
Cathmor, in his echoing fields. It was the white- 

• Fithil, an inferior hard. It may cither be taken here for 
the proper name of a man, or in the hteral sense, as the bards 
were the heralds and messengers of those timfcs. Cathmor, it 
is probable, was absent, when the rebellion of his brother Cair- 
bar, and the assassination of Cormac, king of Ireland, hap- 
pened. Cathmor and his followers had only arrived, from Inis- 
huna, three days before the death of Cairbar, which sufficiently 
clears his character from any imputation of being concerned in 
the conspiracy, with his brother. 

f The ceremony which was used by Fingal, when he pre- 
pared for an expedition, is related thus in tradition ; A bard, at 
mid-night, went to the hall, where the tribes feasted upon 
solemn occasions, raised the war »ongy and thrice called the 
spirits of their deceased ancestors to come, on their clouds, to 
behold the actions of their children. He then fixed the shield of 
Trenmor, on a tree on the rock of Selma, striking it, at times, 
with the blunt end of a spear, and singing the war-song between. 
Thus he did, for three successive nights, and, in the mean time, 
messengers were dispatched to call together the tribes ; or, to 
use an ancient expression, to call them from all their streams. 
This phrase alludes to the situation of the residences of the clans, 
which were generally fixed in valleys, where the torrents ot che 
neighbouring mountains were collected into one body, and be- 
came large streams or rivers. The lifting up of the shield, was 
the phrase for beginning a war. 
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armed Sul-malla. Secret she dwelt beneath her hel- 
met. Her ste|>s were in the path of the king : on 
him her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he lay bj 
bis roaring streams ! But Cathmor thought, that, on 
Lumon> she still pursued the roes. He thought, that 
fair on a rock, she stretched her white hand to the 
wind ', to feel its course from £rin, the green dwel- 
ing of her love. . He had promised to return, with 
his white-bosomed sails. The maid is near thee, O 
Cathmor ! leaning on her rock. 

The tall forms of the chiefs stand around -, all but 
dark-browed Foldath.* He leaned against a distant 
tree, rolled into his haughty soul. His bushy hair 
whistles in wind. At times, bursts the hum of a 
song. He struck the tree, at length, in wrath 3 and 
rushed before the king ! Calm and stately, to the 
beam of the oak, arose the form of young Hidalla. 
His hair falls round his blushing cheek, in wreaths 
of waving light. Soft was his voice in Clon-ra,f in 
the valley of his fathers. Soft was his voice when 
he touched the harp, in the hall, near his roaring 
streams ! 



* The surly attitude of Foldath is a proper preamble to his 
after-behaviour. Chaffed with the disappointment of the vic- 
tory which he promised himself, he becomes passionate and 
overbearing. The quarrel which succeeds between him and 
Malthos, is introduced to raise the character of-Cathmor, whose 
superior worth shines forth in his manly manner of ending the 
difference between the chiefs. 

f Claon-rath, winding Jield, The th are seldom pronounced 
audibly in the Galic language. ^ 
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*' King of Edn," said Hidalla, " now is the time 
-to feast. Bid the voice of bards arise. Bid them 
roll the night away. The soul returns, from song> 
more terrible to war. Darkness settles on Erin. From 
hill to hill bend the skirted clouds.* Far and gney, 
on the heathy the dreadful strides of ghosts are seen : 
the ghosts of those who bend forward to their song. 
Bid, O Cathmor ! the harps to rise, to brighten the 
dead, on their wandering blasts.'* 

" Be all the dead forgot," said Foldath*s bursting 
wrath. '' Did not I fail in the field ? Shall I then 
hear the song ? Yet was not my course harmless in 
war. Blood was a stream around my steps. But the 
feeble were behind me. The foe has escaped from 
my sword. In Clon-ra*s vale touch thou the harp. 
Let Dura answer to the voice of Hidalla. Let some 
maid look, from the wood, on thy long, yellow 
locks. Fly from Lubar*s echoing plain. This is the 
field of heroes l" 

^' King of Erin,"* Malthos said, '' it is thine to 
lead in war. Thou art a fire to our eyes, on the 
dark-brown field. Like a blast thou hast past over 
hosts. Thou hast laid them low in blood. But who 
has heard thy words returning from the field ? The 
wrathful delight in death : their remembrance rests 
on the wounds of their spear. Strife is folded iii 
their thoughts : their words are ever heard. Thy 

• • This speech of Malthos is, throughout, a severe repri- 
mand to the blustering behaviour of Foldath. 
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course, chief of Moma, was like a troubled stream. 
The dead were rolled on thy path : bat others also 
lift the spear. We were not feeble behind thee ; bat 
the foe was strong." 

Cathmor beheld the rising rage» and bending for- 
ward of either chief : for, half-unsheathed, they 
held their swords, and rolled thdr silent eyes. Now 
would they have mixed in horrid £ray, had not 
the wrath of Cathmor burned. He ^ew his 
sword : it gleamed thro' night, to the high-flaming 
oak !" '^ Sons of pride," said the king, '^ allay your 
swelling souls. Retire in night. Why should my 
rage arise ? Should I contend with both in arms ? 
It is no time for strife ! Retire, ye clouds, at my 
feast. Awake my soul no more." 

They sunk from the king on either side -, like * 
two columns of morning mist, when the sun rises^ 
between them, on bis glittering rocks. Dark is then: 
rolling on either side 5 each toward its reedy pool I 

Silent sat the chiefs at the feast. Theyiook, at 
times, on Atha's king, where he strode, oa his rock, 
amid his settling soul. The host lie, along the field* 
Sleep descends on Moi-lena. The voice of Fonar 

* This comparison is favourable to the superiority of Cath- 
fnor over his two chiefs. I shall illustrate this passage with 
another from a fragment <if an ancient poem, just now in my 
liands. *' As the sun is above the vapours, which his beams 
have raised ; so is the soul of the king above the sons of fear. 
They roll dark below him ; he rejoices in the robe of his beams. 
But when feeble deeds wander on the soul of the king, he is a 
darkened sun rolled along the sky; the valley is sad below; 
flowers wither beneath the drops of the night." 
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ascenSs alone, beneath his distant tree. It ascends 

in the praise of Cathmor, son of Larthon * d Lu- 

mon. But Cathmor did not hear bi<i praise. Me lay 

at the roar of a stream. The rmNSng breeze of night 

flew over his whistling locks. 

His brother came to his dreams, half-seen from his 

low-hung cloud. Joy rose darkly in his face. He 

had heard the sc»>g of Carril.f A blast sustained 

hi^ djWskirted cloud ; which he seized in the bosom 

oi ntf^j as he rose, with his fame, towards his airy 

♦ Lear-thon, sea wave, the name of the chief of that colony 
of the Firbolg, which first migrated into Ireland. Larthon's 
first settlement in that country ij related in the seventh book. 
He was the aMCfitor of Cathnuw ; and is here called Larthon 
of Lumorij fr^Mhigh hill of t^| name in inis-huna, the an- 
cient seat of I^Hpbolg. The chilracter of Cathmor is preserved 
He had mcntnHK in the first book, the aversion of that chief 
to praise, and Wb 9nd him here lying at the side of a stream, 
that the noise of it might drown the voice of Fonar, who, ac- 
cording to the custom of th^ times, sung his eulogium in his 
evening song. Though other chiefs, as well as Cathmor, might 
be averse to hear their own praise, we find it the universal po- 
licy of the times, to allow the bards to be as extravagant as 
they pleased in their encomiums on the leaders of armies, in 
the presence of their people. The vulgar, who had no great 
ability to judge for themselves, received the characters of their 
princes entirely upon the faith of their bards. 

••• Carril, the son of Kinfena, by the orders of Ossian, sung^ 
the funeral elegy at the tcmb of Cairbar. See the second book, 
towards the end. In all these poems, the visits of ghosts, to 
their living friends, are short, and their language obscure, both 
which circumstances tend to throw a solemn gloom on these 
supernatural scenes. Towards the latter end of the speech of 
the ghost of Cairbar, he foretels the death of Cathmor, by enu- 
merating those signals, which, according to the opinion of the 
times, preceded the death of a person renowned. It was 
thought that the ghosts of deceased bards sung, for three nights 
preceding the death (near the place where his tomb was to be 
raised), round an unsubstantial figure which represented the 
b<3|dy of the person who was to die. 
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hall. Half-mixed wiUi^llie noise of the s 
poured his feeble words . 

*' Jay meet tlj^bol of Cathmoft^^fifc voice was 
heard on Moi-l^HBS'he bard ga^ his song to Cair- 
bar. He travels^^the wind, rify form is in my 
&1iier*s hall, like the gliding of a terrible light, which 
darts across the desert, in a stormy night. No bard 
shall be wanting at thy tomb, when thou Mtlowly 
laid. The sam of song love the valiant. C^^Bor, 
thy name is. a pleasant gale. The mournfuNRmds 
arise ! On Lubar's field there is a voice ! Louder 
still, ye shadowy gliosis ! The dead were full of 
fame ! Shrilly swelli the feeble saunJJMjjjnie rougher 
blast alone is hciul! Ah, soon is^^Baor low !** 
Rolled into himself he flew, wide o^^B bqsom of 
winds. The old oak felt bis departure, and shook 
its whistling heat!. C atfesio r starts from rest. He 
takes his death ful spear^^Se lifts his eyes around. 
He sees but dark -skirted night. 

'* It* was the voice of tlie king," he said. *' But 
now his form is gone. Unmarked ts'your path in the 
air, ye children of the night. Often, like a reflected 
beam, are ye seen in tlie desert wild : but ye retire 
in your blasts, before our steps approach. Go then, 
ye feeble race ! Knowledge with you thei:e is none ! 

* The soliloquy of Cathmor suits the magnanimitv of his 
character. Though staggered at first with the prediction of 
Cairbar's ghost, he soon comforts himself with the agreeable 
prospect of his future renown ; and, like Achilles, prefers a 
short and glorious life, to an obscure length of years in retife«> 
ment and ease. |R 
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Tour joys are weak^ and like the dreams of our rest. 



op 



or the light-winged thought, that flies across the soul. 
Shall Cathmopfioon.be low ? Darkljrlkid in his nar- 
row house ? "Where iio morning comes, with her half- 
opened eyes ? Asviy, thou shade ! to fight is mine ! 
1 further thought aWay ! I rush forth, on eagle's 
ings, to seize my beam of fame. In the lonely vale 
of stre aiq^ abides the narrow * soul. - Years roll on, 
seasoi^^Rrli, but he is still unknown. In a blast 
comes ^Pidy death, and lays his grey head low. fik 
ghost is folded in the vapour of the fenny fieid. Its 
course is never on hills, tioi* mossy y?}c% of wind. So 
shall not CadMJu|^depart. No boy in the field was 
he, who ovl^^^Bis the btid of roeSj upon the echo- 



* An ii<lDlen^Jp|fcinwailike Ufe was held tij extreme con- 
tempt. Whatever a philosopher may say* in praise of quiet 
and retirement, I am far from clEnkmi;, but they weaken and 
debase the human mind. When the facul .- ni ihe soul are not 
exerted, they lose their vigour, ynd lor. ij j circumscribed no- 
tions take the place of nobSe and i?tikr^Ld idcas. Action, on 
the contrary, and the vicissitudes oftfbrrunc ^vhich attend it, 
call forth, by turns, all the power? of the miucl, and, by exer- 
cising, strengthen theru^ Hence it is, that in great and opu- 
lent states, when property and indolence are secured to indivi- 
duals, we seldom meet with that strength of mind, which is so 
common in a nation, not far advanced in civilization. It is a 
curious, but just observation; that great kingdoms seldom pro- 
duce great characters, which must be altogether attributed to 
that indolence and dissipation, which are the inseparable com- 
panions of too much property and security. Rome, it is cer- 
tain, had more real great men within it, when its power was 
confined within the narrow bounds of liltium, than when its 
dominion extended over all the known world ; and one petty 
state of the Saxon heptarchy had, perhaps, as much genuine 
spirit in it, as the two British kingdoms united. As a state, we 
are m^ch more powerful than our ancestors, but we would lose 
by comparing individuals with them. 
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ing hills. My issuing ifdrth was with kings. My jd 
in dreadful plains : where broken hosts are rolled 
away^ like seas bfefore the wind.'* f*. 

So spoke the king of Alnecma^ brigntening in his 
rising soul. Valour, like a pleassim^flame, is gleam- 
ing within his breast. Stately is his stride on th^ 
heath ! The beam of east is poured around. He sav 
his grey host on the field, wide-spreading their ridges^ 
in light. He rejoiced, like a sfdrit of hea^|^hose 
steps come forth on the seas, when he benJlP them 
peaceful round, and all the winds are laid. But socm 
he awakes the waves, ^ and rolls them large to some 
echoing shore- ^^j^ 

On the rushy bank of h stream, ^^Bthe daughter 
of Inis- hxmR, The h eini e t h ad tfH^g^mm Mr head. 
Her dreams were in the lauds of iSPramers. There ^^ / 
morning is on the field. Grey streams leap down ^ 
from the rocks. The bfce^es, in shadowy waves, fly -- 
over the mshy fit Us- Tlicte is the sound that pre- 
pares for the rhncf^- There the moving of warriors 
from the hall. But tall above thi rest is seen the hero 
of streamy Atha. He bends his eye of love on Sul- 
malla, from his stately steps. She turns, with pride, 
her face away, and careless bends the bow. 

Such were the dreams of the maid, when Cathmor 
of Atha came. He saw her fair face before him, in 
the midst of her wandering locks. He knew the 
maid of Lumon. What should Cathmor do ? His 
ighs arise. His tears come down. But straight he 
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ims away. ** This is no tinie, king of Atha, to 
iwake thy secret soul. The battle is rolled before 
thee^ like a titmbled stream." 

He stnick that warning boss^* wherein dwelt the 
voice of war. Erin rose around him^ like the sound 
of eagle- wing. Sul-malla started from sleep^ in her 
disordered locks. She seized the helmet from earth. 
She trembled in her place. " Why should they know 
in Erin of the daughter of Inis-huna ? ** She remem- 
bered the race of kings. The prMe of her soul arose! 
Her steps are behind a rock, by the blue-winding f 
stream of a vale : where dwelt the dark-brown hind 
ere yet the war ^rose. Thither came the voice of 
Cathmor, at times, to Sul-maUa's ear. Her soul is 
darkly sad. She pours her words on w%3d. 

" The dreams of Inis-httna departed. They are 
dispersed from my soul. I hear not the chace in my 
land. I am concealed in the skirt of war. I look 
forth from my cloud. No ))eatii appears to light my 
path, I behold my warrior low 5 for the broad- 
shielded king is near, he that overcomes in danger, 
Fmgal from Selma of spears ! Spirit of departed Con- 
mor ! are thy steps on the bosom of winds ? Comest 

* In order to understand this passage, it is necessary to look 
to the description of Cathmor's shield in the seventh book. This 
shield had seven principal bosses, the sound of each of which, 
when struck with a spear, conveyed a particular order from the 
king to his tribes. The sound of one of them, as here, was the 
signal for the army to assemble. 

f This was not the valley of Lona to which Sul-malla after, 
wards retired. 
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thou^ at times, to ofber lands, father of sad Si 
malla ? Thou dost come ! I have heard thy voice ai 
night ; while yet 1 rose on the wave to Erin of the 
streams. The ghost of fathers, they say,* call away 
the souls of their race, while they behold them lonely 
in the midst of woe. Call me, my father, away I 
When Cathmor is low on earth. Then shall Sul- 
malla be lonely in the midst of woe !*' 

• Con-mor, the father of Sul-malla, was killed in that war, 
from which Cathmor delivered Inis-huna. Lormar his son suc- 
ceeded Conmor. It was the opinion of the times, when a per- 
son was reduced to a pitch of misery, which could admit of no 
alleviation, that the ghosts of his ancestors called his soul away. 
This supernatural kind of death was called the voice of the dead^ 
and is believed by thq,superstitiou8 vulgar to this day. 

There is no people in the world, perhaps, who give mof«? 
universal credit to apparitions, and the visits of the ghosts of 
the deceased to their friends, than the ancient Scots. This is 
to be attributed as much, at Iea<:t, to the situation of the coun- 
try they possess, as to that credulous dispr)<%ition which distin- 
guishes an uncniighlifned people. As their business was feed- 
ing of cattle, in dark and extensive deserts, so their journeys lay 
over wide and unfrequcitfcd heaths, where, often, they were 
obliged to sleep in the oMci air, amidst the whistling of winds, 
and roar of water-falls. The gloominess of the scenes around 
them was apt to beget that melancholy disposition of mind, 
which most readily receives impressions of the extraordinary 
and supernatural kind. Fainn? asleep in this gloomy mood, 
and their dreams being disturbeid by the noise of the elements 
around, it is no matter of wonder, that they thought they heard 
the voice of the dead. This voice of the dead, however, was, 
perhaps, no more than a shriller whistle of the winds in an old 
tfee, or in the chinks of a neighbouring rock. It is to this cause 
I ascribe those many and improbable tales of ghosts, which we 
meet with in the Highlands : for, in other respects, we do not 
find that the hihabitants are more credulous than their neigh<« 
hours* 
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TEMORA: 

AN EPIC POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

t 

The poet, after a short address to the harp of Cona, describes 
the arrangement of both armies on rirhnQMr of the river 
Lubar. Fingal gives the command to pl|^; but, at the 
same time, orders Gaul, the son of MoiraL-Vho had been 
wounded in the hand in the precedingtb^tflb, to assist him 
vfith his counsel. The army of the Fii^tg is commanded 
by Foldath. The general onset is described. The great 
actions of Fillan. He kills Rothmar and Culmin. But when 
Fillan conquets in one wing, Foldath presses hard on the 
other. He wounds Dermid, the son of Dutbno, and puts 
the whole wing to flight. Dermid deliberates with himself, 
and, at last, resolves to put a stop to the ^ogress of Foldath, 
by engaging him in single combat. When the two chiefs 
were approaching towards one another, FUrlan came suddenly 
to the relief of Dermid; engaged Foldath, and killed him. 
The behaviour of Malthos towards the fallen Foldath. Fillan 
puts the whole army of the Fir-bolg to flight. The book 
closes with an address to Clatho, the mother of that hero. 

TBoah sm- 

Thou dweller between the shields, that hang, on 
high, in Ossian's hall ! Descend from thy place, O 
harp, and let me hear thy voice I Son of Alpin, strike 
the string. Thou must awake the soul of the bard. 
The murmur of Lora's* stream has rolled the tale 

* Lora is often mentioned ; it was a small and rapid stream 
in the neighbourhood of Selma. There is no ^stige of this 
name now remaining ; though it appears from a very old song, 
which the translator has seen, that one of the small rivers on 
the north-west coast was called Lora some centuries ago. 
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away. 1 sstand in the cloud of years. Few are its 
openings toward the past ; and when the vision comes, 
' it a but dira and dark, 1 hear thee, harp of Selma ! 
my soul returns, like a breeze, which the sun brings 
back to tlic vale, where dwelt the lazy mist ! 

Lijbar * is bright before me in the windings of its 
vale. On either side, on their hills, rise the tall 
(arms of I be kings. Their people are poured around 
them, bending forward to their words : as if their 
fathers spoke, descending from the winds. But they 
themselves are likie two rocks in the midst ; each with 
its dark head of pines, when they are seen in the de- 
sert, above low-sailing mist. High on their face are 
streams, which ^pread their foam on blasts of wind ! 

Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours Erin, like the 
sound of flame. Wide they come down to Lubar. 
Before them is the stride of Foldath. But Cathmor 
retires to his hill, beneath his bending oak. The 

* From several passages in the poem we may form a distinct 
idea of the scene of the action of Temora. At a small distance 
from one another rose the hills of Mora and Lora ; the first pos- 
sessed by Fingal, the second by the army of Cathmor. Through 
the intermediate plain ran the small river Lubar, on the banks 
of which all the battles were fought, excepting that between 
Cairbar and Oscar, related in the first book. This last mentioned 
engagement happened to the north of the hill of Mora, of which 
Fingal took possession, after the army of Cairbar fell back to that 
of Cathmor. At some distance, but within sight of Mora, to- 
wards the west^ Lubar issued from the mountain of Crommal, 
and, after a shoft course thro* the plain of Moi-lena, discharged 
itself into the sea near the field of battle. Behind the mountain 
of Crommal ran the small stream of Lavath, on the banks of 
which Ferad-artho, the son of Cairbre, the only person remain- 
ing of the race of Cona, lived concealed in a cave, during the 
usurpation of Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul. 
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tumbling of a stream is near the kipg. He lifts, at 
times, his gleanung spear. It is a fSme to his people, 
in the midst of war. Near him stands the daughter 
of Con-mor, leaning on a rock. She did not rejoice 
at the strife. Her soul delighted not in blood. A 
*vdlcy spreads green behind tlie hill, with its three 
blue streams. The sun is there in silence. The dun 
mountain-roes come down. On these are turned the 
eyes of Sul-malla in her tlioughttiil mood. 

Fingal beholds Cathmor, on high, the son of Borbar- 
duthul ! he beholds the deep-rolling of Eiin, on tlie 
darkened plain. He strikes that vi aiming boss, which 
bids the people to obey ; when he sends his chiefs 
before them, to the field of renown. Wide rise their 
spears to the sun. Their echoing shields reply around. 
Fear, hke a vapour, winds not among the host : for he, 
the king, is near, the strength of streamy Selma. Glad- 
ness brightens the hero. We hear his words with joy. 

'* Like the coming forth of winds, is the sound of 
Selma*s sons ! They are mountain waters, determined 
in their course. Hence is Fingal renowned. Hence 
is his name in other lands. He was not a lonely beam 
in danger ; for your steps were always near ! But never 
was Fingal a dreadful form, in your presence, darken- 
ed into wrath. My voice was no thunder to your cars. 
Mine eyes sent forth no death . When the haughty ap- 

* It was to this valley Sul-malla retired, during the last and 
decisive battle between Fingal and Cathmor. It is described in 
the seventh book, where it is called the vale of Lona, and tht 
residence of a Druid. 
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peared, I beheld them not. They were forgot at my- 

feasts. Like mist they melted away, A young beam 

is before you ! Few are his paths to war ! They are 

few, but he is valiant. Defend my dark-haired son. 

Bring Fillan back with joy. Hereafter he may stand 

alone. His form is like his fatliers. His soul is a 

flame of their fire. Son of car-b<»me Morni, move 

behind the youth. Let Ay voice reach his ear> from 

tjie skirts of war. Not unobserved rolls battle, before 

thee, breaker of the shields T' 

The king strode, at once, away to Cormul's lofty 

rock. Intermitting, darts the light, from his shield, as, 

slow the king of heroes moves. Sidelong rolls his eye 

o'er the heatbj as forming advance the lines. Graceftil 

fly his half-grey locks round his kingly features, now 

lightened with dreadftd joy. Wholly mighty is the 

chief ! Behind him dark and slow I moved. Straight 

came forward the strength of Gaul. His shield hung 

loose on its tl^ong. He spoke, in haste, toOssian. 

" Bind,* son of Fingal, this shield ! Bind it high to 

the side of Gaul. The foe may behold it, and think I 

lift the spear. If I shoul4- fall, let my tomb be hid 

in the field -, for fall 1 must without fame. Mine arm 

cannot lift the steel. Let not Evir-choma hear it, to 

blush between her locks. Fillan, the mighty behold 

us ! Let us not forget the strife. Why should they 

come, from their hills, to aid our flying field ?*' 

• It is necessary to remember, that Gaul was wounded; 
which occasions his requiring here the assistance of Ossian to 
bind his shield on his side. 



AN EPIC POEM. 281 

He strode onward^ with the sound of his shield. 
My voice pursued him as he went. " Can the son 
of Morni fall, without his fame in Erin ? but the 
deeds of the mighty are forgot by themselves. They 
rush careless over the fields of renown. Their words 
are jMKer heard!'* I rejcuced over the steps of the 
cbi^^El strode to the rock of the king, where he 
sat»flRis wandering locksa^||nid the mountain -wind ! 
In two dark ridges \0^d the hosts^ toward each 
other^ at Lubar. Here Foldath rises a pillar of dark- 
ness : there brightens the youth of Fillan. Each^ 
with his spear in the stream, sent forth the voice of 
war. Gaul struck the shield of Selma. 'At once 
they plunge in battle ! Steel pours its gleam on steel : 
like the fall of streams shone the field, when they 
mix tlieir foam together, from two dark-browed 
rocks! Behold he comes, the son of fame! He lays 
the people low ! Deaths sit on blasts around him I 
Warriors strew thy paths, O Fillan I 

Rothmar*,* the shield of warriors, stood between 
two chinky rocks. Two oaks, which winds had bent 
from high, spread their branches on either side. He 
rolls his darkening eyes on Fillan, and, silent, shades 
his friends. Fingal saw the approaching fight. The 
hero's soul arose. But as the stonie of Loda f falls, 

• Roth-mar, the sound of the sea b^bre a storm. Druman- 
ard, high-ridge, Cul-min, soft-haired. Cull-allin, beautijvl 
locks. Strutha, streamy river. 

t By the stone of Loda is meant a place of worship among 
the Scandinavians, The Caledonians, in their many expedt- 
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shook, at once^ from rocking Draman-ard, when 
spirits heave the earth in their wrath ; so fell blue- 
shielded Rothroar. 

Near are the steps of Calmin. The youth came, 
bursting into tears. Wrathful he cut the wind, ere 
yet he mi^Lcd his strokes with FiUan. He h4A>£nt 
bent the bow with Rothmar, at the rock of l^^wn 
blue streams. There they had marked the place of 
.the roe, as the sun-beam flew over the fern. Why, 
son of Cul-allin ! Why, Culmin, dost thou rush on 
that beam * of light ? It is a fire that consumes. Son 
of Cul allin, retire. Your fathers were not equal, 
in the glittering strife of the field. The mother of 
Culmin remains in the hall. She looks forth on 
blue rolling Strutha. A whirlwind rises, on the 

tions to Orkney and Scandinavia, became acquainted with 
some of the rites of the religion which prevailed in those coun- 
tries, and the ancient poetry frequently alludes to them. There 
are some ruins, and circular pales of stone, remaining still in 
Orkney, and the islands of Shetland, which retain, to this day, 
the name of Loda or Loden. They seem to have differed ma- 
terially, in their construction, from those Druidical monuments 
which remain in Britain, and the western isles. The places 
of worship among the Scandinavians were originally rude and 
unadorned. In after ages, when they opened a communica- 
tion with other nations, they adopted their manners, and built 
temples. That at Upsal, in Sweden, was amazingly rich and 
-magnificent. Harquin, of Norway, built one, near Dronibeim, 
little inferior to the (Sdhner ; and it went always under the name 
of Loden. MalUtrintr^duction H Vhistoire de Dannemarc. 

• The poet, metaphorically, calls Fillan a beam of light. 
Culmin, menrioned here, was the son of Clonmar, chief of 
Strutha, by the beautiful Cul-allin. She was so remarkable for 
the beauty of her person, that she is introduced, frequently, in 
the similics and allusions of ancient poetry. Mar Chulaluin 
Slrutha nan nan j toveiy as Cul-allin of Strutha of the storms. 
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stream, dark-eddying round the ghost of her son. 
His dogs * are howling in their place. His shield is 
bloody in the hall. " Art thou fallen^ my fair-haired 
son^ in Erin*s dismal war ?'* 

As a roe, pierced in secret, lies panting, by her 
woBttAstreams ; the hunter surveys her feet of wind : 
I^^HBmbers her stately bounding before. So lay 
thlHb of Cul-allin beneath the eye of FiUan. His 
hair is rolled in a little stream. His blood wanders 
on his shield. Still his hand holds the sword, that 
failed him in the midst of danger. '' Thou art fallen, ' ' 
said Fillan, " ere yet thy fame was heard. Thy fa- 
ther sent thee to war. He expects to hear of thy deeds. 
He is grey, perhaps, at his streams. His eyes are 
toward Moi-lena. But thou shalt not return with the 
spoil of the fallen foe !" 

Fillan pours the flight of Erin before him, over the 
resounding heath. But, man on man^ fell Morven 
before the dark-red rage of Foldath : for, far on the 
field, he poured the roar of half his tribes. Dermid 

• Dogs were thought to be sensible of the death of their 
master, let it happen at ever so great a distance. It was also 
the opinion of the times, that the arms which warriors left at 
home became bloody, when they themselves fell in battle. It 
was from those signs that Cul-aliin is supposed to understand 
that her son is killed ; in which she is confirmed by the appear- 
ance of his ghost. Her sudden and short exclamation is more 
judicious in the poet, than if she had extended her complaints 
to a greater length. The attitude of the fallen youth, and Al- 
lan's reflections over him, come forcibly back on the mind, 
when wc consider, that the supposed situation of the father of 
Culmin, was so similar to that of Fingal, after the death of 
Fillan himself. 
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stands before him in wrath. The sons of Selma ga- 
thered around. But his shield is cleft by Foldath: 
His people fly over the heath. 

Then said the foe, in his pride^ '' They have fled. 
My fame begins ! Go^ Malthos^ go bid Cathroor 
guard the dark-rolling of ocean -, that Fmgal cw not 
escape from my sword. He must lie on earlh. Be- 
side some fen shall his tomb be seen. It^all.jrise 
without a song. His ghost shall hover^ in mist, over 
the reedy pool.'* 

Malthos heard, with darkening doubt. He rolled 
his silent eyes. He knew the pride of Foldath. He 
looked up to Fingal on his hills : then darkly turning, 
in doubtful mood, he plunged his sword in war. 

In Clone's * narrow vale, where bend two trees 
above the stream, dark, in his grief, stood Duthno's 

* This valley bad its name from Clono, son of Lethmal of 
Lora, one of the ancestors of Dermid, the son of Dutbno. His 
history is thus related in an old poem. In the days of Conar, 
the son of Trenmor, the first king of Ireland, Clono passed 
over into that kingdom, from Caledonia, to aid Conar against 
the Fir-bolg. Being remarkable for the beauty of his person, 
he soon drew the attention of Sulmin, the young wife of an 
Irish chief. She disclosed her passion, which was not properly 
returned by the Caledonian. The lady sickened, through dis- 
appointment, and her love for Clono came to the ears of her 
husband. Fired with jealousy, he vowed revenge. Clono, to 
avoid his rage, departed from Temora, in order to pass over 
into Scotland ; and, being benighted in the valley mentioned 
here, he laid him down to sleep. There Lethmal descended in 
the dreams of Clono, and told him that danger was near. 

Ghost op Leiuimal. " Arise from thy bed of moss; son 
of low-laid Lethmal, arise. The sound of the coming of foes, 
descends along, the wind. 

Clono. " Whose voice is that, like many streams, in the 
season of my rest ? 
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silent son. The blood pours from the side of Dermid. 
Hia shield is broken near. His spear leans against a 
stone. Why, Dermid, why so sad ? '' I hear the 
roar of battle. My people are alone. My steps are 
slow on the heath j and no shield is mine. Shall he 
*^HWiprevail ? It is then after Dermid is slow ! I 
wSf call thee forth, O Foldath ! and meet thee yet 
in fight." 

He took his spear, with dreadful joy. The son of 
Momi came. '' Stay, son of Duthno, stay thy speed. 
Thy steps are marked with blood. No bossy shield 
is thine. Why shouldst thou fall unarmed ?" *' Son 
of Moni|.! give thou thy shield. It has often rolled 
back t^lyrar. I shall stop the chief in his course. 
Son of ]^omi I behold that stone ! It lifts its grey 
head thro* grass. There dwells a chief of the race 
of Dermid. Place me there in night." 

He slowly rose against the hill. He saw the trou- 
bled field : the gleaming ridges of battle, disjoined 

Ghost OP Lethmal. " Arise, thou dweller of the souls of 
the lovely ; son of Lethmal, arise. 

Clomo. ** How dreary is the night ! The moon is darkened 
in the sky ; red are the paths of ghosts along its sullen face \ 
Green-skirted meteors set around. Dull is the roaring of streams, 
from the valley of dim forms. I hear thee, spirit of my father, 
on the eddying 6oursc of the wind. I hear thee ; but thou bend- 
est not, forward, thy tall form, from the skirts of night.** 

As Clono prepared to depart, the husband of Sulmin came 
up, with his numerous attendants. Clono defended himself, 
but, after a gallant resistance, he was overpowered and slain. 
He was buaed in the place where he was killed, and the valley 
was palled after his name. Dermid, in his reqjjjpst to Gaul, the 
«on of Momi, which immediately follows this paragraph, al- 
li|des to the tomb of Clono, and his own connectioa with that 
'Wbrtunate chief. 
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and broken around. As distant fires^ on heath by 
nighty now seem as lost in smoke ; now rearing their 
red streams on the hill, as blow or cease the winds : 
so met the intermitting war the eye of broad-shielded 
Dermid. Through the host are the strides of Fol- 
dath> like some dark ship on wintiy waves^ 'wb^n 
she issues from between two isles, to sport on' te« 
sounding ocean ! 

Dermid, with rage, beholds his course. He strives 
to rush along. But he fails amid his steps ', and the 
big tear comes down. He sounds his father's horn. 
He thrice strikes his bossy shield. He calls thrice 
the name of Foldath, from his roaring tr^s. Fol- 
dath, with joy, beholds the chief. He lilMioft his 
bloody spear. As a rock is marked wifliPueams, 
that fell troubled down its side in a storm -, so, streaked 
with wandering blood, is the dark chief of Moma ! 
The host, on either side, withdraw from the con- 
tending of kings. They raise, at once, their gleaming 
points. Rushing comes Fillan of Selma. Three paces 
back Foldath withdraws, dazzled with that beam of 
light, which came, as issuing from a cloud, to save 
the i^ounded chief. Growing in his pffide he stands. 
He calls forth all his steel. .• 

As meet two broad* winged eagles, in their sound- 
ing strife, in winds : so rush the two chiefs, on Moi* 
lena, into gloomy fight. By turns are the steps of the 
kings * forward on their rocks above j for now 
* Fingal and Cathmor. 
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dcisky war seems to descend on their swords. Cath- 
mor feels the joy of warriors, on his mossy hill : 
their joy in secret, when dangers rise lo match their 
souls. His eye is not turned on Lubar, but on Sel« 
ma*s dreadful king. He beholds him, on Mora, ris- 
ing in his arms. 

Foldath * falls on his shieU. The spear of Fillan 
pierced the king. Nor looks the youth on the fallen, 
but onward rolls the war. The hundred voices of 
death 4yrise. " Stay, son of Fingal, stay thy speed. 
Beholdeat thou not that gleaming form, a dreadful 
sign of death? Awaken not the king of Erin. Re- 
turn, son oAkie-eyed Clatho.'* .< 






* The. fall oH^dath, if we may believe tradition, was pre* 
dieted tojblm, Hrore he had left his own country to join Cairbar, 
in his designs on the Irish throne. He went to the cave of Mo* 
ma, to enquire of the spirits of his fathers, concerning the i^uc- 
cess of the enterprise of Cairbar. The response! of oracles are 
always attended with obscurity, and liable to a double meaning : 
Foldath, therefore, put a favourable interpretation on the pre- 
diction, and pursued his adopted plan of aggrandizing himself 
with the family of Atha. 

Foldath, addressing the spirits of his fathers. 

** D^i^I stand in your presence ; fathers of Foldath hear. 
Shall ^ stqj^ pa!is over Atha, to Ullin of the roes? 

f, * JPie Answer, 

" Thy stepcsshall pass o<fpr Atha, to the green dwelling of 
kings. There'jMU thy stature arise, over the fallen, like a {pillar 
of thunderi^clouJK There, terrible in darkness, shalt thou Hand, 
till iht refS^ctedHeamt or C/on-caM of Moruth, come; Moruth 
of many str^uns, that roars in distant lands." 

Cloncath, or reflected (earn, say my traditional authors, was 

the name of the sword of Fillan ; so that it was, in the latent 

signification of the word Cloncath, that the deception lay. My 

principal reason for introducing this note, is, that this tradition 

^jp rvet to shew, that the religion of the Fir^bolg differed from 

j|B|t of the Caledonians, as we never find the latter enquiring of 

t"" — " 
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M ^tnos * beholds Foldath low. He darkly stands 
ab^ . e the chief. Hatred is rolled ^m his soul. He 
seems a rock in a desert, on whose dark side are the 
trickling of waters ; when the slow-sailing mist has 
left it, and all its trees are blasted with winds. He 
spoke to the dying hero, about the narrow house. 
*' Whether shall thy grey stone rise in Ullin, or in 
Moma*s f woody land ? where the sun looks, in se- 
cret, on the blue streams of Dalrutho ? J There are 
the steps of thy daughter, blue-eyed Dardu-le(a !*' 

*' Rememberest thou her, said Foldath, '*|because 
no son is mine : no youth to roll the battle before 
him, in revenge of me ? Malthos, ^|^^ revenged. 
I was not peaceful in the field. RanHpe t^mbs of 
those 1 have slain, around my narrow house.' Often 



I 



♦ The characters of Foldath and Malthos are sustained. They 
were both dark and surly, but each in a different way. Foldath 
was impetuous and cruel. Malthos stubborn and incredulous. 
Their attachment to the fiimily of Atha was equal ; their bra- 
very in battle the same. Foldath was vain and ostentatious : 
Malthos uniudulgent but generous. His behaviour here, [o- 
wards his enemy Foldath, shews, that a goorl heait^l^ti !io 
concealed under a gloomy and sulttti chatactcr. 

f Moma was the name of a country iri iht; south of Con- 
naugbt, once famous for being the resjtli na: oi ati A/t"h-Druid# 
The ^ve of Moma -was thought \^ be mhiiljited by the spirits 
of the chiefs of the Fir-bolg, and thdi [^^^srtrity sent to enquire 
there, as to an oracle, concerning tlit: i^^ue fjf thdr w,srs, 

X Dal-ruath, parched or sandy field* The etymology of Dar- 
dulena is uncertain. The daughter of Foldath was, probably, 
80 called, from a place in Ulster, where her father had defeated 
part of the adherents of Artho, king of Ireland. Dor-du-lena ; 
the dark wood ^f Moi-lena, As Foldath was proud and osten^ 
tatious, it would appear, that he transferred the name of a pi; ^ 
where he himself had been victorious, to his daughter, 
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shall I forsake the blast, to rejoice above their graves -, 
when I behold them spread around, with their long- 
whistling grass." 

His soul rushed to the vale of Moma, to Dardu- 
lena*s dreams^ where she slept, by Dalrutho's stream, 
retumuig from the chace of the hinds. Her bow is 
near the maid, unstrung. The breezes fold her long 
hair on her breasts. Cloathed in the beauty of youth, 
tlie love of heroes lay. Dark-bending, from the skirts 
of tlie \^(iod, her wounded father seemed to come. 
He appe^^, at times, then hid himself in mist. 
Bursting into tears she rose. She knew that the chief 
was low. T(ft||Lcame a beam from his soul, when 
folded in its stflEs. Thou wert the last of his race, 
O blue-ej^ Dardu-lena ! 

Wide-spreading over echoing Lubar, the flight of 
Bolga is rolled along. Fillan hangs forward on their 
steps. He strews, with dead, the heath. Fingal re- 
joices over his son. Blue-shielded Cathmor rose.* 

Soii o£i^lpin hviug ihe harp. Give Fillan's praise 



* The ^^^pCj in ^vhicj^be mind of the reader is left here, 
cojiveys tli^Htaft FilhJi's^Hker more forcibly home, than 
any de^CFtptwBBfet could^^Bntroduced. There is a sort of 
eloquence, m sIlHiTiJc^ wiiti p|^riety. A minute detail of tne 
circums[iini.(.^of ail iiEifs; jMnc scene is generally cold and insipid. 
1 he huniLiu n;fd1f» ftee auJ fond of thinking for itself, is dis- 
gusted to find every thing done by the poet. It is, therefore, 
his business only to mark the most striking out-lines, and to 
allow the imaginations of his readers to finish the figure for 
themselves. 

e book ends in the afternoon of the third dsfy, from the 
of the poem. 
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to the wind. Raise high his praise, in mine ear, 
while yet he shines in war. 

^' Leave, blue-eyed Clatho, leave thy hall ! Behold 
that early beam of thine ! The host is withered m its 
coarse. No further look, it is dark. Light- trembling 
from the harp, strike, virgins, strike the sound. No 
hunter he descends, from the dewy haunt of the 
bounding roe. He bends not his bow on the wind ; 
nor sends his grey arrow abroad. ' 

** Deep-folded in red war ! See battle rail against 
his side. Striding amid the ridgy strife, b« pours the 
deaths of thousands forth. Fillan is like a spirit of 
heaven, that descends from the skidwrf winds. The 
troubled ocean feels his steps, as heVndes from wave 
to wave. His path kindles behind him. Islands 
shake their heads on the heaving seas ! Leave, blue- 
eyed Clatho, leave thy hall !'* 
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ARGUMENT. 

This book opens with i speeth of tingtil, who 3ees Cathmor 
descending to the assistance of his flying, army. The king 
dispatches Ossian to the relief olF Fillan. He himself retires 
behind the rock of Cormul, to dvoid the sight of the engage- 
ment between his son and Cathmor. Ossian advances. The 
descent of Cathmor described. Ke rallies the army, i^news 
the battle, and, before Ossian could arrive, engages Fillan 
himself. Upon the approach of Ossian, the combat between 
Che two heroes ceas&s. Ossian and Cathmor prepare to fight, 
but night coming un prevents them. Ossian returns to the 
place Where Cathmor and Fdlan fought. He finds Fillan 
mortally woanded> and leaning again$t a robk. Their dis- 
course. Fillan dies : his body is laid, by Ossian, in a neieh- 
boaring cave. The Caledonian army return to t^ingal. Hfc 
questions them about his son, and, Unclerstandinjg; that hie 
was killed, retires, in silence, to the rock of Cormul. Up- 
on the retreat of the army of Fingal, the FIr-bolg advdnce. 
Cathmor finds Bran, one of the do^s of Fingal, lying on the 
shield of Fillan, before the entrance of the cave, where the 
body of that hero lay. His refiections thereupon. He re- 
turns, in a melancholy mood, to his army. Malthos endea- 
vours to comfort hint, by the exatnple of his father Borbar- 
duthal. Cathmor retires to rest. The song of Sul-malla 
concludes the book, which ends about the middle of the third 
night, flrom the opening of the poem. 



• " CathMor rises on his hill ! Shall Fingal take 
the sword of Luno ? But what should become of 
* Fingal speaks. 
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thy fame, son of white-bosomed Clatho r Turn Rot 
thine eyes from Fingal^ fair daaghter of Inistore. 
I shall not quench thy eatly beam. It shines along 
my soul. Rise, wood- skirted Mora, rise between the 
war and me ! Why should Fingal behold the strife, 
lest his dark-haired warrior should fall ! Amidst the 
song, O Carril, pour the sound of the trembling harp ! 
Here are the voices of rocks ! and there the bright 
tumbling of waters. Father of Oscar, lift the spear I 
Defend the yooi^ in arms. Conceal thy steps from 
Fillan. He mmt not know that I doubt his steel. 
No cloud of mine shall rise, my son, upon thy soul 
of fire !" 

He sunk behind his rock, amid the soupd of Car- 
ril's song. Brightening, in my growing soul, I took 
the spear of Temora.* I saw, along Moi-lena, the 
wild tumbling of battle j the strife of death, in 
gleaming rows, disjoined and broken round. Fillan 
is a beam of fire. From wing to wing is his wasteful 
course. The ridges of war melt before him. They 
are rolled, in smoke, from the fields ! 

Now is the coming forth of Cathmor, in the ar- 
mour of kings ! Dark- waves the eagle's wing, above 
his helmet of fire. Unconcerned are his steps, as if 
they were to the chace of Erin. He raises, at times, 
his terrible voice. Erin, abashed, gathers round. 

• The spear of Temora was that which Oscar had received, 
in a present, from Cormac, the son of Artho, king of Ireland. 
U was of it that Cairbar made the pretext for quarrelling with 
Oscar, at the feast, in the first book. 
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Tlieir souls return back, like a stream. They won- 
der at the steps of their fear. He rose, like the beam 
of the morning, on a haunted heath : the traveller 
looks back, with bending eye, on the field of dreadful 
forms ! Sudden, from the rock of Moi-lena, are 
Sul-malla*s trembling steps. An oak takes the spear 
from her hand. Half-bent she looses the lance. But 
then are her eyes on the king, from amid her wan- 
dering locks 1 No friendly strife is before thee ! No 
light contending of bows, as when the youth of * 
Inis-huna come forth beneath the eye of Conmor ! 

As the rock of Runo, which takes the passing 
clouds as they fly, seems growing, in gathered dark- 
ness, over the streamy heath ; so seems the chief of 
Atha taller, as gather his people around. As different 
blasts fly over the sea, each behind its dark-blue wave, 
so Cathmor's words, on every side, pour his warriors 
forth. Nor silent on his hill is Fillan. He mixes 
his words with his echoing shield. An eagle he 
seemed, with sounding wings, calling the wind to 
his rock, when he sees the coming forth of the roes, 
on Lutha*s f rushy field ! 

• Clu-ba, winding hay ; an arm of the sea in Inis-huna, or 
the western coast of South^Britain. It vras in this bay that 
Catbmor was wind-bound when Sul-malla came, in the disguise 
of a young warrior, to accompany him in his voyas:e to Ireland. 
Conmor, the father of Sul-malla, as is insinuated at the close' 
of the fourth book, was dead before the departure of his daughter. 

. f Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. There dwelt 
Toscar the son of Conloch, the father of Malvina, who, upon 
that account, is often called tke maid of Lutha, Lutha signi. 
fics swijl stream. 
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Now they bend forward in bajitic. Death's hun- 
dred voices arise. The kings, on either side, were 
lU^e fires on the so^b of tbe hosts. Os^ian bounded 
^ong. High rock^ aijtd treesi nis^b tall betweei;^ the 
v^ar and oie. But I hpar the nois^ of s.teel:, between 
my clanging arm^. Ilising, gleanaing, on the hill, I 
behold the backward steps of hostis : th^ir bajckward 
8te(», on eitlier side, and wildly-looking eyes- The 
chiefs were met in. dreadful fight ! The two blue- 
shielded kings 1 TaU and dark, tl^ro' gllieams of steel,, 
are seen the striving heroes ! 1, rush. M.y fears foe 
Fillan fly, burning across my soul. 

I <;ome. Nor Catlunor flies j nor yet oomes on 5 
he sidelong stalks along. An. icy rock, cold, tail, he. 
sjcems. I call forth all my steel. SiJeo.t awhile we 
stride, on either side of a noshing streafi^ : t^en, 
sudden turning, all at onjce, we raise our ppinted^ 
spears ! We raise our spears, but night comes down. 
It is dark and si]ent round -, but; whpre the distant 
steps of hosts are sounding over the heath ! 

J comjc to the pl^pe wljeie FiUap. fought. Nor 
voice, nor sound is there. A broken helmet lies on 
earth, a buckler cleft in twain. Where, Fillan, where 
art thoy , young chief of echoing Morven ? He hpar^, 
me leaning on a rock, which bends its grey head over 
the stream. He bears -, but sullen, dark he stands. 
At length I saw the hero. 

" Why standest thou, rpbed in darkness, son of 
woody Selma ? Bright is thy path, my brother, in this 
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dask-brovn field * Loog has been th7 strife in battle ! 
Now the horn of Fingal is heard. Ascend to the cloud^ 
of thy &thfir, to his hill of feasts. In the evening mist 
he sits« and hears the sound of Carril's harp. Carry 
joy to the aged^ young breakers of the shields !" 

'' Can the vanquished carry joy ? Ossian^ no shield 
is mine ! It Ues broken on tlie £eld. The eagle- 
wing of my helmet is torn. It is when foes fly befcnre 
them^ that fathers delight in their sons. But their 
sighs burst forth, in secret, when their young war- 
riors yield. No : Fillan shall not behold the king I 
Why should the hero mourn ?'* 

" Son of blue-eyed Clatho ! O Fillan, awake not 
my soul 1 Wert thou not a burning fire before him ^ 
Shall he not rejoice ? Such fame belongs not to Os- 
stau) yet is the king still a sun to me. He looks on 
my steps with joy. Shadows never rise on his face, 
A^end, O Fillan, to Mora ! His feast is spread in 
the folds of mist." 

Ossian ! give me that broken shield : these feathers 
that are rolled in the wind. Place them near to Fillan, 
that less of his fame may fall. Ossian, I begin to £axL 
Lay me in that hollow rock. Raise no stone above, 
lest one should ask about my fame. I am fallen in the 
first of my fields 3 fallen without renown. Let thy voice 
alone send joy to my flying soul. Why should the 
bard know where dwells the lost beam of Clatho !" * 



* A dialogue between Clatho the mother and Bosmina, the 
sister of Fillan : 
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'' Is thy spirit on the eddying winds> O Fillanv 
young breaker of shields ! Joy pursue my hero, 
through his folded elouds. The forms of thy fathers, 
O Fillan, bend to receive their son. I behold the 
spreading of their fire on Mora : the blue-rolling of 
their wreaths. Joy meet thee my brother ! But we 
are dark and sad ! I behold the foe round the aged. 

Clatho. *< Daughter of Fingal arise! thou light between 
thy locks. Lift thy fair head from rest, sof^gliding sun-beam 
of Selma! I beheld thy arms, on thy breast, white tossed 
amidst thy wandering locks ; when the rustling breeze of the 
morning came from the desert of streams. Hast thou seen thy 
fathers, Bosmina, descending in thy dreams ? Arise, daughter 
of Clatho ; dwells there aught of grief in thy soul ? 

Bos-MiNA. ** A thin form passed before me, fading as it 
flew : like the darkening wave of a breeze, along a field of grass. 
Descend, from thy wall, O harp, and call back the soul of Bos- 
mina, it has rolled away, like a stream. I hear thy pleasant 
sound. I hear thee, O harp, and my voice shall rise. 

** How often shall ye rush to war, ye dwellers of my soul ? 
Your paths are distant, kings of men, in Erin of blue streams. 
Lift thy wing, thou southern breeze, from Clono*s darkening 
heath : spread the sails of Fingal towards the bays of his land. 

« But who is that, in his strength, darkening in the presence 
of war ? His arm stretches to the foe, like the beam of the 
sickly sun ; when his side is crusted with darkness ; and he rolls 
his dismal course through the sky. Who is it, but the father 
of Bos-mina ? Shall he return till danger is past ! 

** Fillan, thou art a beam by his side ; beautiful, but terrible, 
n thy light. Thy sword is before thee, a blue fire of night. 
' When shalt thou return to thy roes ; to the streams of thy rushy 
fields? When shall I behold thee from Mora, while winds strew 
my long locks on their blasts ! But shall a young eagle return 
from the field where the heroes fall ! 

Clatho. " Soft, as the song of Loda, is the voice of Selma't 
maid. Pleasant to the ear of Clatho is the name of the breaker 
of shields. Behold, the king comes from ocean : the shield of 
Morven is borne by bards. The foe has fled before him, like 
the departure of mist, t hear not the sounding wings of my 
eagle ; the rushing forth of the son of Clatho. Thou art dark, 
O Fingal 5 shall the warrior never return ?"»»#• 
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I behold tlie wasting away of his fame. Thou art 
left alone in the field, O grey-haired king of Selma !" 

I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roar of the 

nightly stream. One red star looked in on the hero/ 

Winds lift, at times', his locks. I listen. No sound 

is heard. The warrior slept ! As lightning on a 

cloud, a thought came rushing along my soul. My 

eyes roll in fire : my strides was m Jthe clang of steel : 

" I wiH find thee, king of Erin ! in the gathering of 

thy thousands find thee. Why should that cloud 

escape, that quenched our early beam ? Kindle your 

meteors on your hills, my fathers. Light my daring 

steps. I will consume in wrath.* But should not 

I return ! The king is without a son, grey-haired 

among his foes ! His arm is not as in the days of old. 

His fame grows dim in Erin. Let me not behold 

him, laid low in his latter field. £ut can I return to 

the king ? Will he not ask about his son ? " Thou 

♦ Here the sentence is designedly left unfinished. The sense 
is, that he was resolved, like a destroying fire, ta consume 
Cathmor, who had killed his brother. In the midst of this re- 
solution, the situation of Fmgal suggests itself to him, in a very 
strong light. He resolves to return to assist the king in prose- 
cuting the war. But then his shame for not defending his 
brother, recurs to him. He is determined again to go and find 
out Cathmor. We may consider him, as in the act of advanc- 
ing towards the enemy, when the horn of Fingal sounded on 
Mora, and called back his people to his presence. This solilo- 
quy is natural: the resolutions which so suddenly follow one 
another, are expressive of a mind extremely agitated with sor- 
row and conscious shame ; yet the behaviour of Ossian, in his 
execution of the commands of Fingal, is so irreprehensible, 
that it is not easy to determine where he failed in his duty. 
The truth is, that when men fail in designs which they ar- 
dently wish to accomplish, they naturally blame themselves, 
as the chief cause of their disappointment. 
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oughA^ to defeoMl youQg FUlaa." Ossiao will moot 
the foe ! Green Btin, Ihy sounding tread is pleasant 
t» ray ear. I rusb on thj ridgy host« to shun (he 
eyes of Fingal. I hear the Toice of the king, on 
Mora's misty top ! He. calls his two sons ! I come> 
my father, in my grief. I come like ao. eagle, which, 
tl^Q flame of night niet in the dpsert^ and spoiled of 
h^Jf his wingst!" 

Di»t90<i *, r^Tund the king, on Mora> the brdcen 
ridgea of Morvea are rolled. They tumed their eyes. : 
each darkly bends, on his. own ashen spear. Silent 
stood the king, in the midst. Thouglit on thought 
rolled over his soul. As waves on a secret mount^inr 
lake, each with its back of foam. He looked j no 
son appeared, with his Ipng-beaming spear. The 
sighp rose, qrowding, from his soul ^ but he concealecK 
his grief. At length X stood beneath an oak. No, 
voice of mine wap heard^ What qould I say to Fingal 
in his hour of woe ? His words rose, at length, in the 
midst : the people shrunk backward as he spoke.f 

• " This scene," says aq ingenious writer, and a good judge, 
" is solemn. The poet always places his chief character amidst 
objects which favour the sublime. The face of the country, 
the night, the broken remains of a defeated army, and, above 
all, the attitude and silence of Fingal himself, are circumstances 
calculated to impress an awful idea on the mind. Ossian is 
most successful in his night-descriptions. Daik iniages suited 
the melancholy temper of his mind. His poems were all com- 
posed after the active part of his life was over, .when he was 
blind, and had survived all the companions of his youth : we 
therefore fin^ a veil of melancholy thrown over the whole." 

t I owe the first paragraph of the following note to the same 
pen : 
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", Wh^re is the SQ& of Sekna^ he who led in war ? 

I iMphpld l^ot Ipi^s steps^ ^noong my people, retuming 

** The abashed behaviour of the army of Fingal proceeds 
rather from shame than fear< The king was not of a tyrannical* 
disppslticn : He, as be professes himself in the fifth bogk, never 
was a dreadful form, in their presence, darkened into wrath. 
His voice was no thunder to their ears : his eye sent forth no 
death. The first ages of society are not the tiipes of arbitrary 
power. As the wants of rnankind are few, they retain their in- 
dependence. I;t ijt an ajdvanced state of civilization tliat nioulds 
the mind to that submission to government, of which ambi- 
tious magistrates take advantage, and raise themselves into ab^ 
solute pow^r." 

It is a vulgar error, that the common Highlanders lived, in , 
abj^t slavery, under their chiefe. Their high ideas of, and 
attachment to, the heads of tl^eir families, probably, led the 
unintelligent into this mistake. "When the honour of the tribe 
was concerned, the commands of the chijef \scre obeyed, with- 
out restriction; but^ if individuals were oppressed, they threw 
thcmselvea into the arms of a neighbouring clan, assumed a 
TiQjz name, and vrere encouraged and protected. The fear off 
this desertion, no doubt, made the chiefs cautious in their go- 
vernmfsat. Astheif con»iquence» ia tbeeye^ of) others, was 
in propof tion to th^ number of their people, they tpok care to, 
avoid cfvery thing that tended to diminish it. 

It was but very lately that the authority of the laws extended 
to the Highlands. Before that time the clans were governed, 
in. civil ankirs, not by the verbal commands of the chief, but 
by what they called Clechda, or the traditional precedents of 
their ancestors. When differences happened between indivi- 
duals, some of the oldest men in the tribe were chosen um- 
pires between the parties, to decide according to the Clechdoi 
The chief interposed his authprity, and> invariably, enforced the 
decision. In their wars, which were frequent, on account off 
family-feuds, the chief was less reserved in the execution of his 
a,uthority ; and even then he seldom extended it to the taking 
the life of any of his tribe. No crime was capital, except mur- 
der ; and that was very unfrequent in the Highlands. No cor- 
poral punishment, of any kind, was inflicted. The memory of 
a(i affront of this sort would remain for ages, in a family, and 
tl)ey would seize every opportunity to be revenged, unless it 
came iiQmediately from the hands of the chief himself ; in that 
case it was taken, rather as a fatherly correction, than a legal 
punishment for offences. 
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from the field. Fdl the young bounding roe^ who 
was so stately on my hills ? He fell ; for ye arc 
silent. The shield of war is cleft in twain. Let his 
araiour be near to Fingal j and the sword of dark- 
brown Luno. I am waked on my hills 5 with morn- 
ing I descend to war." 

High * on Cormul's rock, an oak is flaming to the 
wind. The grey skirts of mist are rolled around ; 
thither strode the king in his wrath. Distant from 
the host he always lay, when battle burnt within his 
soul. On two spears hung his shield on high 5 the 
gleaming sign of death -, that shield, which he was 
wont to strike, by night, before he rushed to war. It 
was then his warriors knew, when the king was to 
lead in strife 3 for never was this buckler heard, till 
the wrath of Fingal arose. Unequal were his steps on 
high, as he shone in the beam of the oak ; he was 

• This rock of Cormul is often mentioned in the preceding 
part of the poera. Ic was on it Fingal and Ossian stood to view 
the battle. The custom of retiring from the army, on the night 
prior to their engaging in battle, was universal among the kingis 
of the Caledonians. Trenmor, the most renowned of the an- 
cestors of Fingal, is mentioned as the first who instituted this 
custom. Succeeding bards attributed it to a hero of a later 
period. In an old poem, which begins with Mac-Arcath na 
ceudfrol, this custom of retiring from the army, before an en- 
gagement, is numbered, among the wise institutions of Fergus, 
the son of Arch or Arcath, the first king of Scots. I shall here 
translate the passage ; in some other note I may, probably, give 
all that remains of the poem. Fergus of the hundred streams, 
son of Arcath who fought of old: thou didst first retire at night : 
when the foe rolled before thee, in echoing f/eJds. Nor bending 
in rest is the king : he gathers battles in his soul. Fly^ son qjf 
the stranger/ u*ith mom he shall rush abroad. When, or by 
whom, this poem was written, is uncertain. 
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dreadful as the form of the spirit of night, when he 
cloaths, on hills, his wild gestures with mist, and, 
issuing forth, on the troubled ocean, mounts the car 
of winds. 

Nor settled, from tlie storm, is Erin's sea of war ! 
they glitter, beneath the moon, and, low-humming, 
stiUroU on the field. Alone are the steps of Cath- 
mor, before them on the heath 3 he hangs forward, 
with all hi^ arms, on Morven's flying host. Now 
had he come to the mossy cave, where Fillan lay in 
night. One tree was bent above the stream, which 
glittered over the rock. There shone to the moon the 
broken shield of Clatho*s son -, and near it, on grass, 
lay hairy-footed Bran.* He had missed the chief on 
Mora, and searched him along the wind. He thought 

• I remember to have met with an old poem, wherein a 
itory of this sort is very happily introduced.. In one of the in- 
vasions of the Danes, Ullin-clundu, a considerable chief, on 
the western coast of Scotland, was kill«id in a rencounter with 
a flying party of the enemy, who had landed, at no great dis- 
tance, from the place of his residence. The few followers who 
attended him were also slain. The young wife of UUin-clundu, 
who had not heard of his fall, fearing the worst, on account of 
his long delay, alarmed the rest of his tribe, who went in search 
of him along the shore. They did not find him ; and the beau- 
tiful widow became disconsolate. At length he was discovered, 
by means of his dog, who sat on a rock beside the body, for 
some days. The stanza concerning the dog, whose name was 
Du-chos, or Blackfoot, is descriptive. 

" Dark-sided Du-chos ! feet of wind ! cold is thy seat on 
rocks. He (the dog) sees the roe; his ears are high ; and half 
he bounds away. He looks around; but UUin sleeps; he droops 
again his head. The winds come past ; dark Du-chos thinks 
that Ullin's voice is there. But still he beholds him silent, laid 
amidst the waving heath. Dark-sided Du-chos, his voice no 
more shall send thee over the heath !" 
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that the blue-eyed hunter slept j he lay upon his 
shield. No blast caitoe over the heathy unknown to 
bounding Bran. 

Cathmor saw the white-breasted dog 5 he saw the 
broken shield. Darkness is blown back on his soul ; 
he remembers the falling away o£ the people. They 
Come, a stream ; are rolled away ; abbther rdce suc- 
ceeds. '' But some mark the fields, as iliey pass, 
with their own mighty names. The heath, through 
dark-brown years, is theirs 3 some blue stream ^inds 
to their fame. Of these be the chief of Atha, when 
he lays him down on earth. Often may the voice of 
future times meet Cathmor in the air: when hi^ 
strides from wind to wind, or folds himself in the 
wing of a stonn.** 

Green Erin gathered round the king, to hear the 
voice of his power. Their joyful faces bend, unequal, 
forward, in the light of the oak. They who were 
terrible were removed : Lubar* winds again in their 
host. Cathmor was that beam from heaveti which 
shoile when his people were dark. He was honoured 

* In order to illustrate this passage, it is proper to lay before 
the reader the scene of the two preceding battles. Between the 
hills of Mora and Lona lay the plain of Moi-lena, through which 
ran the river Lubar. The first battle, wherein Gaul, the son of 
Momi, commanded on the Caledonian side, was fought on the 
banks of Lubar. As there was little advantage obtained on either 
side, the armies, after the battle, retained their former positions. 

In the second battle, wherein Fillan commanded, the Irish, 
after the fall of Foldath, were driven up the hill of Lona; but, 
upon the coming of Cathmor to their aid, they retrained their 
former situation, and drove back the Caledonians, in thev turn : 
so that Lubar winded again in their host. 
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4n the midst. Their socds ro^e with ardour around. 
The king alone no glaAncss shewed 5 no stranger he 
to war ! 

"Why is the king so sad?** said Malthos eagle- 
eyed. *' Remains there a foe at Lubar ? Lives there 
among them, ^ho can lift the spear? Not so peace- 
ful was thy father, Borbar-duthul,* king of spears. 
His rage was a fire that always burned : his joy over 
fallen foes was great. Three days feasted the grey- 
haired hero, when he heard that Calmar fell : Calraar, 
who aided the race of Ullin, from Lara of the streams. 
Often did he feel, with his hands, the steel which, 
they said, had pierced his foe. He felt it with hid 
hands, for Borbar-duthvd's eyes had failed. Yet was 
the king a sun to his friends 3 a gale to lift their 
branches round. Joy was around him in his halls : 
he loved the sons of Bolga. His name remains in 

♦ Borbar-duthul, the father of Cathmor, was the brother of 
that Col-ulla, who is said, in the beginning of the fourth book, 
to have rebelled against Cormac king of Ireland. Borbar-duthul 
seems to have retained all the prejudice of his family against the 
succession of the posterity of Conar, on the Irish throne. From 
this short episode we Icam some facts which tend to throw 
light on the history of the times. It appears that, when Swaran 
invaded Ireland, he was only opposed by the Cael, who pos- 
sessed Ulster, and the north of that island. Calmar, the son of 
Mattaa, whose gallant behaviour and death are related in the 
third book of Fmgal, was the only chief of the race of the Fir- 
bolg, that joined the Cael, or Irish Caledonians, during the in- 
vasion of Swaran. The indecent joy, which Borbar-duthul ex- 
pressed, upon the death of Calmar, is well suited with that 
spirit of revenge, which subsisted, universally, in every country 
where the feudal system was established. It would appear that 
sume person had carried to Borbar-duthul that weapon, with 
which, it was pretended, Calmar had been killed. 
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Atha, like the awful memory of ghosts^ whose pre- 
sence was terrible^ but they blew the storm away . 
Now let the voices • of Erin raise the soul of the king 5 
he that shone when war was dark, and laid the 
mighty low. Fonar, from that grey-browed rock, 
pour the tale of other times : pour it on wide-skirted 
Erin, as it settles round." 

" To me," said Cathmor, " no song shall rise j 
nor Fonar sit on the rock of Lubar. The mighty 
there are laid low. Disturb not their rushing ghosts. 
Far, Malthos, far remove the sound of Erin's song. 
I rejoice not over the foe, when he ceases to lift the 
spear. With morning we pour our strength abroad. 
Fingal is wakened on his echoing hill." 

Like waves, blown back by sudden winds, Erin 
retired, St the voice of the king. Deep-rolled into 
the field of night, they spread their humming tribes. 
Beneath his own tree, at intervals, each f bard sat 
down with his harp. They raised the song, and 

• The voices of Erin, a poetical expression for the bards of 
Ireland. 

f Not only the kings, but every petty chief had anciently 
their bards attending them in the field ; and those bards, in pro- 
portion to the power of the chiefs, who retained them, had a 
number of inferior bards in their train. Upon solemn occa- 
sions, all the bards, in the army, would join in one chorus ; 
cither when they celebrated their victories, or lamented the 
death of a person, worthy and renowned, slain in the war. 
The words were of the composition of the arch-bard, retained 
by the king himself who generally attained to that high office 
on account of his superior genius for poetry. As the persons of 
the bards were sacred, and the emoluments of their office con- 
siderable, the order, in succeeding times, became very nume- 
^rous and insolent. It would appear, that, after the introduc- 
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touched die string : each to the chief he loved. Be* 
fore a burning oak Sul-malla touched^ at times, the 
harp. She touched the harp, and beard, between, 
the breezes in her hair. In darkness near, lay the 
king of Atlia, beneath an aged tree. The beam of 
the oak was turned from him ; he saw the maid, but 
was not seen. His soul poured forth, in secret, when 
he beheld her fearful eye. " But battle is before thee, 
son of Borbar-duthul." 

Amidst the harp, at intervals, she listened wbedier 
the warrior slept. Her soul was up ; she longed, in 
secret, to pour her own sad song. The field is silent. 
On their wings, the blasts of night retire. The barda 
had ceased; and meteors came, red- winding with 
their ghosts. The sky drew dari^ : the forms of the 
dead were blended with the clouds. But heedless 
bends the daughter of Conmor, over the decaying 

tion of Christianity, some served in the double capacity of bards 
and clergymen. It was, from this circumstance, that they 
had the name of ChUre, which is, probably, derived from the 
Latin Clericus. The Chlcre, be their name derived from what 
it will, became, at last, a public nuisance ; for, taking advan- 
tage of their sacred character, they went about, in great bodies, 
and lived, at di^rction, in the houses of the chiefs ; till another 
party, of the same order, drove them away by mere dint of sa- 
tire. Some of the indelicate disputes of these woithy poetical 
combatants are handed down, by tradition, and shew how 
much the bards, at last, abused the privileges, which the ad- 
miration of their countrymen had conferred on the order. It 
was this insolent behaviour that induced the chiefs to retrench 
their number, and to take away those privileges which they 
were no longer worthy to enjoy. Their indolence, and dispo- 
sition to lampoon, extinguished all the poetical fervour, which 
distinguished their predecessors, and makes us the less regret 
the extinction of the order. 

VOL. II. X 
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flame. Them wert alone in her scmlj car-borne chief 
of Atha. She raised the voice of the song, and touch- 
ed the harp between. 

" Clun-galo* came^ she missed the maid. Where 
art thoQy beam of light ? Hunters, from the mossy 
rock, saw ye the blue-eyed fair ? Are her steps on 
grassy Lumon ; near the bed of roes ? Ah me ! i 
behold her bow in the hall. Where art thoa, beam 
of light?" 

*' Cease, f love of Conmor, cease; I hear thee not 
on the ridgy heath. My eye is turned to the king^ 
whose path is terrible in war. He for whom my soul 
is up, in the season of my rest. Deep-bosomed in 
war he stands, he beholds me not from his cloud. 
Why, sun of Sul-malla, dost thou not look forth ? 
I dwell in darkness here ; wide over me flies the 
'shadowy mist. Filled with dew are my locks : look 
thou from thy doud, O sun of Sul-malla's soul !" • 



♦ Clun-galo, the wife of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, and the 
mother of Sul-malla. She is here represented, as missing her 
daughter, after she had fled with Cathmor. 

f Sul-malla replies to the supposed questions of her mother. 
Towards the middle of this paragraph she calls Cathmor the sun 
of her souly and continues the metaphor throughout. This 
book ends, we may suppose, about the middle of the third 
night, from the opening of the poem. 



TEMORA: 

AN EPIC POEM. . 

ARGUMENT. 

This book begins about the middle of the third night from the 
opening of the poem. The poet describes a kind of mist, 
which rose, by night, from the lake of Lego, and was the 
usual residence of the souls of the dead, during the interval 
between their decease and the funeral song. The appearance 
of the ghost of Fillan above the cave where his body lay. His 
Toice comes to Fingal, on the rock of Cormul. The king 
strikes the shield of Trenmor, which was an infallible sign of 
his appearing in arms himself. The extraordinary effect of 
the sound of the shield. Sul-malla, starting from sleep, 
awakes Cathmor. Their affecting discourse. She insists 
with him to sue for peace ; he resolves to continue the war. 
He directs her to retire to the neighbouring valley of Lona, 
which was the residence of an old Druid, until the battle of 
the next day should be over. He awakes his army with the 
sound of his shield. The shield described. Fonar, the bard, 
at the desire of Cathmor, relates the first settlement of the 
Fir-bolg in Ireland, under their leader Larthon. Morning 
comes. Sul-malla retires to the valley of Lona, A lyric song 
concludes the book. 

IBoofe ^etientft. 

From the wood-skirted waters of Lego, ascend, at 
times, grey-bosomed mists ; when the gates of the 
west are closed, on the sun's eagle-eye. Wide, over 
Lara's stream is poured the vapour dark and deep : 
the moon, like a dim shield, is swimming thro' its 
folds. With this, clothe the spirits of old their sud- 
den gestures on the wind, when they stride, from 
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blast to blast, along the dusky night. Often, blended 
with the gale, to some warrior's grave,* they roll 
the mi^t, a grey dwelling to his ghost, until the songs 
arise. i 

A sound came from the desert ; it was Ck>nar, king 
of Inis-fail. He poured his mist on the grave of Fil- 
lan, at blue-winding Lubar. Dark and mournful sat 
the ghosty in his grey ridg^ of smoke. The blast, at 
times, rolled him together : but the form returned 
again. It returned with bending eyes, and dark 
winding of locks of mist. 

It was f dark. The sleeping host were still, in 
the skirts of night. The flame decayed, on the hill 
of Fingal ; the king lay lonely on his shield. His eyes 
were half closed in sleepy the voice of Fillan came. 

* As the mist, which rose from the lake of Lego, occasioned 
diseases and death, the bards feigned that it was rfic residence 
of the ghosts of the deceased, during the interval between their 
death, and the pronouncing of the funeral elegy over their 
tombs ; for it was not allowable, without that ceremony was 
performed, for the spirits of the dead to mix with their ances- 
tors, in their airy halls. It was the business of the spirit of the 
nearest relation to the deceased, to take the mist of Lego, and 
pour it over the grave. We find here Conar, the son of Tren- 
mor, the first king of Irel9n^« ijerforming ^his office for Fillan, 
as it was in the cause of the family of Conar that that hero was 
Wled.. 

f The following is the singular sentiment of ^ frigid bard : . 

<< More pleasing to me is the night of Cona, dark-streaming 
from Ossian's harp ; more pleasant it is to me, than a white- 
bosomed dweller between my arms ; than ^ fair-handed daugl^- 
ter of heroes, in the hour of rest." 

Though tradition is not very satisfactory concerning the his- 
tory of this poet, it has taken cart: to inform us, that he was 
very old when he wrote the distich, a circumstance, which we 
might have 9uppose4, vf ithput the aid of (ractidon. 
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** Sleeps the huftba&d Of Clfltho ? Dwells the &ther 
of the fallen in rest? Am 1 forgot in the folds of 
darkness^ lonely in the season of night?" 

'' Why dost thou mix," said the king, '^ with the 
dreams of thjc father? Can I forget thee, my son, ot 
thy path of fire in the field ? Not such come the 
deeds of the valiant on the soul of Fingal. They are 
not there a beam of lightning, which is seen, and is 
then no more. I remember thee^ O Fillan ! arid my 
wrath begins to rise." 

The king took his deathful spear, and strtick the 
deeply-bounding shield : his shield that hung high in 
night) the dismal sign of war ! Ghosts fied on every 
«ide, and rolled their gathered forms on the wind. 
Thrice from the winding vale ai'ose the voice of deaths. 
The harps * of the bards, untouched, sound mournful 
over the hill. 

He struck again the shield 5 battles rose in the 
dreams of his host. The wide-tumbling strife is 
gleaming over their souls. Blue-shielded kings de- 

\ 

• It was the opinion pf ancient times, that, on the night 
i)rece<iing the death of a person worthy and renowned, the 
harps of those bards, who ^ere retained by his family, emir- 
ted melancholy sounds. This was attributed to the light touch 
of ghosts; who were supposed to have a fofe-knowledge of 
events. The same opinion prevailed long in the north, and the 
particular sound was called, the warning voice of the dead. 
The voice of deaths, mentioned in the preceding sentence, was 
of a different kind. Each person was supposed to have an at- 
tendant spirit, who assumed his form and voice, on the night 
preceding bis death, and appeared, to some, in the attitude, in 
which the person was to die. The voices of death were the 
foreboding shrieks of those spirits. 
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scend to war. Backward-looking armies fly ; and 
mighty deeds are half bid, in the bright gleams of 
steel. 

Bat when the third sound arose, deer started from 
the clefts of their roqks. The screams of fowl are 
heard, in the desert^ as each flew, firighted on his 
blast. The sons of Selma half rose, and half-assamed 
their spears. But silence, rolled back on the host : 
they knew the shield of the king. Sleep returned to 
thdr eyes 3 the field was dark and stiU. 

No sleep was thine in darkness, blue-eyed daughter 
of Conmor ! Sul-malla heard the dreadful shield, and 
rose, amid the night. Her steps are towards the king 
of Atha. '' Can danger shake his daring soul !" In 
doubt, she stands, with bending eyes. Heaven bums 
with all its stars. 

Again the shield resounds ! She rushed. She stopt. 
Her voice half-rose. It failed. She saw him, amidst 
his arms, that gleamed to heaven's fire. She saw 
him dim in his locks, that rose to nightly wind. 
Away, for fear, she turned her steps. " Why 
should the king of Erin awake ? Thou art not a dream 
to his rest, daughter of Inis-huna." 

More dreadful rings the shield. Sul-malla starts. 
Her helmet falls. Loud echoes Lubar's rock, as over 
it rolls the steel. Bursting from the dreams of night, 
Cathmor half-rose, beneath his tree. He saw the 
form of the maid, above him, on the rock. A red star, 
with twinkling beam, looked thro' her floating hair. 
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*' Who comes thro' night to Cathmor, in the sea- 
son of bjM dreams? Bring'st thou aught of war? Who 
art thou^ son of night ? Stand*st thou before me, a 
form of the times of old ? A voice from the fold of 
a doud^ to warn me of the danger of Erin ?" 

" Nor lonely scout am I, nor voice from folded 
doud," she said ; but I warn thee of the danger of 
Erin.- Dost thou hear that sound ? It is not die 
feeble, king of Atha, that rolls his signs on night." 

*' Let the warrior roll his signs/* he replied 5 *' to 
Cathmor they are the sounds of harps. My joy is 
great, voice of night, and bums over all my thoughts. 
This is the music of kings, on lonely hills, by night j 
when they light their daring souls, the sons of mighty 
deeds ! The feeble dwell alone, in the valley of the 
breeze j where mists lift their morning skirts, from 
the blue-winding streams." 

*' Not feeble, king of men, were they, the fathers 
of my race. They dwelt in the folds of battle, in 
their distant lands. Yet delights not my soul, in the 
signs of death ! He,* who never yields, comes forth : 
O send the bard of peace !** 

Like a dropping tock, in the desert, stood Cath- 

* Fingal is said to have never been overcome in battle. From 
this proceeded that title of honour which is always bestowed on 
him in tradition, Fion gal na huai^, Fingal op victories. 
In a poem, just now in my hands, which celebrates some of the 
great actions of Arthur the famous British hero, that appella- 
tion is often bestowed on him. The poem, from the phrase* 
ology, appears to be ancient ; arid is, perhaps, though that is 
not mentioned, a translation from the Webh language. 
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mar in his tears. Her voice came^ a breeze, on his 
fouI, and waked the naenaory of her land ^ ixrfaere she 
dwelt by her peaceful streams^ before he came to the 
war of Conmor. 

*' Daughter of gtrangers/' he said (she trembling 
tamed away), " long have I marked thee in tbj steel, 
young pine of Inis-huna. But mj soul, I said, is 
£:^ed in a storm. Whf diould that beam arise, till 
my steps return in peace ? Have I been pale in thy 
presence, as thou bidst me to fear the king > The 
time of danger, O maid, is the season of my soul ; 
for then it swells, a mighty stteain, and rolls me on 
the foe.** 

'^ Beneath the mos»-covered rock of Lona, near his 
own loud stream ; grey in his locks of age, dwells 
Clonmal * kii^ of harps. Above him is his echoing 
tree, and the dun bounding of roes. The noise of 
our strife reaches his ear, as he bends in the thoughts 
of years. There let thy rest be, Sul-malla, until our 
battle cease. Until I return, in my arms, from the 
skirts of the evening mist, that rises, on Lona, round 
the dwelling of my love." 

A light fell on the soul of the maid ; it rose kindled 
before the king. She turned her face to Cathmor, 
from amidst her waving locks. " Sooner shall the 

• Claon*mal, crooked eye-hrow. From the retired life of this 
person, is insinaated, that he was of the order of the Druids ; 
which supposition is not, at all, invalidated by the appellation 
of king ofluerpSf here bestowed on him ; for all agree that the 
bards were of the number of the Druids originally. 



AN EPIC POEM. SIS 

eagle of heavoa be tarn, from the stream of his roar- 
ing wind, when he sees the dtui piej^ before him^ the 
^roimg sons of the bounding roe» than tbon^ O Cath" 
mor^ be turned from the strife of renown. Soon 
may I see thee, warrior, from the skirts of the even- 
ing mist^ when it is rolled around me, (m Lona of the 
fttteams. While yet thou art distant &r, strike^ 
Cathmor, strike the shield, that joy may return to 
my darkened soul, as 1 lean on the mossy rock. But 
if thou shouldst fall, I am in the land of strangers *, 
O send thy voice, from thy cloud, to the maid of 
Inis-huna!'* 

'' Young branch of green^headed Lumon, why 
dost thou shake in the storm ? Often has Cathmor 
returned, from darkly-rolling wars. The darts of 
death are but hail to me 5 they have often rattled 
along my shield. I have risen brightened from battle, 
like a meteor from a stormy cloud. Return not, fair 
beam, from thy vale, when the roar of battle grows. 
Then might the foe escape, as from my fathers of old. 

" They told to Son-mor,* of aunar,+ who was 
slain by Cormac in fight. Three days darkened Son- 
mor, over his brother's fall. His spouse beheld the 

* Son-mor, tall handsome man. He was the father of Bor- 
bar-duthut, chief of Atha, and grandfather to Cathmor him- 
self. 

t Cluan-cr, ifutn of the field. This chief waa killed in battle 
by Cormac Mac-Conar, king of Ireland, the father of Ros-crana, 
the first wife of Fingal. The story is alluded to in some ancient 
poems. 
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silent king, and foresaw hts steps to war. She pre- 
pared the bow^ in secret, to attend her blue-shielded 
hero. To her dweh darkness, at Atha when he was 
not there. From their hundred streams, by night, 
poured down the sons of Alnecma. They had heard 
the shield of the king, and their rage arose. In clang- 
ing arms, they moved along, towards Ullin of the 
groves. Son-mor struck. his shield, at times, the 
leader of the War. ' * ^ ' ^ 

" Far behind followed Sul-rallip,* over thp streamy 
hills. She was aJight on the.mountaini:when they 
crossed the vsdd ' below: ' • Her steps Were stately on 
the vale, when ^ey rose .on th^ . r^^sS^y hiJL She 
feared to approach the king,:.wbAJeft her jai e<ihping 
Atha. But when the roar of battle rose \ when host 
-wzs rolled on host; when Son-mbr burnt, like the 
fire of heaven in clouds, with her. spreading hair came 
Sul-allin; for she trembled for her king; He stopt 
the rushing strife to save the lov6 of heroes. The foe 
fled by night; Clunar slept without h'ls blood; the 
blood which ought to be poured upon the warrior's 
tomb. 

*' Nor rose the rage of Son-mor, but his days were 
silent and dark. Sul-allin wandered, by her grey 
streams, with her tearful eyes. Often did she look, 
on the hero, when he was folded in his thoughts. 
But she shrunk from his eyes, and turned her lone 
steps away. Battles rose, like a tempest, and drove 
• Suil-alluin, beaufiful ; the wife of Son-mor. 
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the mist from his soul. Hebehddy with joy, her 
' steps in the hail, and the white rising of her hands oa 
the harp/' 

*In his arms strode the chief of Atha, to where 
his shield hung, high, in night : high on a mossy 
bough, over Lubar's streamy roar. Seven bosses rose 
on the shield -, the seven voices of the king, which 
his warriors received, from the wind, and marked 
over all their tribes. 

On each boss is placed a star of night 5 Can-ma* 
thon with beams unshorn -, Col-dema rising from a 
cloud : Uloicho robed in mist 3 and the soft beam of 
Cathlin glittering on a rock. Smiling, on its own 
blue wave, Reldurath half-sinks its western light. 
The red eye of Berthin looks, thro* a grove, on the 
hunter, as he returns, by night, with the spoils of 
the bounding roe. Wide, in the midst, arose the 
cloudless beams of Ton-thena, that star which look- 
ed, by night, on the course of the sea-tossed Lar- 
thon : Larthon, the first of Bolga's race, who tra- 
velled on the winds. f White-bosomed spread the 

♦ To avoid multiplying notes, I shall give here the significa- 
tion of the names of the stars, engraved on the shield. Cean- 
mathon, head of the bear, Col-derna, slant and sharp beam, 
Ul-oicho, ruler of night. Cathlin, beam of the wave. Reul- 
darath, star of the twilight. Berthin, /ire of the hill. Ton- 
thena, meteor of the waves. These etymologies, excepting 
that of Ceanmathon, are pretty exact. Of it I am not so cer- 
tain ; for it is not very probable, that the Firbolg had distin- 
guished a constellation, so very early as the days of Larthon, by 
the name of the bear. 

f To travel on the winds, a poetical expression for sailing. 
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sailfl of Uie king, towards strearay lav^faal; dua 
cdght was rolled before him^ with its skirta of mist. 
Unconstant blew the winds, and rolled him from 
ware to wave. Then rose the fiery-haired Ton-thena, 
and smiled from her parted cloud. Larthon * blessed 
the welUknown beam^ as it faint-gleamed on the deep« 
Beneath the spear of Cathmor, rose that voice which 
awakes the bards. They came^ dark-winding, from 
every side 5 each with the sound of his harp. Before 
them rejoiced the king» as the traveller, in the day of 
the sun; when he bears, far- rolling around, the 
murmur of mossy streams 5 streams that burst, in the 
desert, from the rock of roes. 

• Larthon is compounded of Liar, sea, and thon, wave. 
This name was given to the chief of the first coloAy of the 
Firbolg, who settled in Ireland, on account of his knowledge 
in navigation. A part of an old poem is still extant^ conctirn^ 
ing this hero. It abounds with those romantic fobles of giants 
and magicians, which distinguished the compositions of the less 
ancient bards. The descriptions! contained in it, are ingenious, 
and proportionable to the magnitude of the persons introduced ; 
but, being unnatural, they are insipid and tedious. Had thd 
bard kept within the bcmnds of probability, his genius was far 
from being contemptible. The exordium Of his poem is not 
destitute of merit ; but it is the Only |>art of it, that 1 think Wor* 
thy of being presented to the reader. 

« Who first sent the black ship, thro' ocean, like a whale 
thro' the bursting of foam ? Look, from thy darkness, on Cro- 
iiath, Ossian of the harps of old ! Send ihy light on the blue* 
rolling waters, that 1 may behold the king. I see him dark in 
his own shell of oak! sea- tossed Larthon, thy soul is strong. 
k is careless as the wind of thy sails ; as the wave that rolls by 
thy side. But the silent green isle is before thee, with its sons, 
who are tall as woody Lumon ; Lumon which sends from its 
top, a thousand streams, white-wandering down its sides." 

It may, perhaps, be for the credit of this bard, to translate 
no more of this poem, for the continuation of his description of 
the Irish giants betrays his want of judgment. , 
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*' Why/* said Fanzr, " hear we the voice of the 
king, in the season of his rest ? Were the dim forms 
of thy fathers bending in tby dreams ? Perhaps they 
stand on that cloudy and wait for Fonar's song -, often 
they come to the fields where Uieir sons are to lift the 
spear. Or shall our voice arise for him who lifts the 
spear no more 5 he that consumed the fields from 
Moma of the groves ? 

" Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard of other 
tunes. High shall his tomb rise^ on Moi4ena^ the 
dwelling of renown. But, now, roll back my soul 
to the times of my fathers : to the years when first 
they rose^ on Inis-huna's waves. Nor alone pleasant 
to Cathmor is the remembrance of wood-covered Lu* 
mon. Luipon of the streams, the dwelling of white- 
bosomed maids. 

*' Lumpn* of the streams, thou risest on Fonar's 
soul ! Thy sun is on thy side, on the rocks of thy 
bencUng trees. The dun roe is seen from thy furw > 
the deer lifts his branphy head 3 for he sees, at times> 
the hound, on the half'Cqvered heatl^. Slow, on the 
vale^ are the steps of maids 5 the white-armed daugb* 
ters of the bow : they lift their blue eyes tq the hill, 
from amidst their wandering locks. Not there is the 
stride of Larthon, chief of Inis-huna. He mounts 
the wave on his own dark oak, in Cluba*s ridgy bay* 
That oak which he cut from Lumon, to bound along 

* Lumon was a hill, in Inis-huna, near the residence of 
Sul-malla. This episode has an immediate connection with 
what is said of Larthon, in the description of Cathmor't shield. 
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the sea. The maids turn their eyes away, lest the 
king should be lowly -laid 5 for never had they seen a 
ship, dark rider of the wave ! 

** Now he dares to call the winds, and to mix with 
the mist of ocean. Blue Inis-fail rose, in smoke 3 
but dark-skirted night came down. The sons of 
Bolga feared. The fiery haired Ton-th6na rose. Cul- 
bin's bay received the ship, in the bosom of its echo- 
ing woods. There, issued a stream, from Duthuma*s 
horrid cave 5 where spirits gleamed, at times^ with 
their half-finished forms. 

" Dreams descended on Larthon : he saw seven 
spirits of his fathers. He heard their half- formed 
words, and dimly beheld the times to come. He be- 
held the kings of Atha, the sons of future days. They 
led their hosts, along the fields like ridges of mist, 
which winds pour, in autumn, over Atha of the groves. 

"Larthon raised the hall of Samla,* to the music 
of the harp. He went forth to the roes of Erin, to 
their wonted streams. Nor did he forget green- 
headed LfUmon } he often bounded over his seas, to 
where white-handed Flathal+ looked from the hill of 
roes. Lumon of the foamy streams, thou risest on 
Fonar*8 soul!** 

Morning pours from the east. The misty heads of 
the mountains rise. Valleys shew, on every side, 

* Samla, apparitions^ so called from the vision of Larthon, 
concerning his posterity. 

t Flathal, heavtrdyy exquisitely beautiful. She was the wife 
of Larthon. 
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the grey-winding of their streams. His host heard 
the shield of Cathmor : at once they rose around 5 like 
a crowded sea, when first it feels the wings of the 
■ wind. The waves know not whither to roll 5 they 
lift their troubled heads. 

Sad and slow retired Sul-maUa toLona of the streams. 
She went, and often turned j her blue eyes rolled in 
tears. But when she came to the rock, that darkly- 
covered Lona's vale, she looked, from her bursting 
soul, on the king 3 and sunk, at once, behind. 

Son of Alpin, strike the string. Is theVe aught of 
joy in the harp ? Pour it then on the soul of Ossian : 
It is folded in mist. I hear thee, O bard ! in my 
night. But cease the lightly- trembling sound. The 
joy of grief belongs to Ossian, amidst his dark-brown 
years. 

Green thorn of the hill of ghosts, that shakest thy 
' head to nightly winds ! I hear no sound in thee 3 is 
tliere no spirit's windy skirt now rustling in thy 
leaves ? Often are the steps of the dead, in the dark- 
eddying blasts ; when the moon, a dun shield, from 
the east, is rolled along the sky. 

Ullin, Carril,' and Ryno, voices of the days of old ! 
Let me hear you, while yet it is dark, to please and 
awake my soul. I hear you not, ye sons of song; 
in what hall of the clouds is your rest ? Do you touch 
the shadowy harp, robed with morning mist,, where 
the rustling sun comes forth from his green-headed 
waves ? 
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ARGUMENT. 

Th e fourth mornin', from the opening of the poem, comes on. 
Fingal, still continuing in the place, to which he had retired 
on the preceding nighr, is seen^ at intervals, thro' the mist, 
which covered the rock of Cormul. The descent of the king 
-i( described. He orders Gaul^ Dermid, and Carril the bard, 
to go to the valley of Cluna, and conduct, from t!hence, to 
the Cal^donj|n army, Ferad-artho, the soil of Cairbre, the 
(My person remaining of the family of Conar, the first king 
of Iceland. The king takes the command of the army, and 
prepares for battle. Marching towards the enemy, he comes 
totHtcaveof Lubar, where the body of Fill an lay. Upon 
seeing his dbg Bran, who lay at the entrance of the cave, his 
grief returns." Cathmor arranges the Irish army in order of 
battle. The appearance of that hero. The general conflict 
is described. The actions of Fingal and Cathmor. A storm. 
The total rout of the Firbolg. The two kings engage, in a 
column of mist, on the banks of Lubar. Their attitude and 
conference after the combat. The death of Cathmor. Fingal 
resigns the spear ofTrenmor to Ossian. The ceremonies ob- 
served on that occasion. The spirit of Cathmor, in the mean 
time, appears to Sul-malla, in the valley of Lona. Her sor- 
row. Evening comes on. A feast is prepared. The coming 
of Ferad-artho is announced by the songs of an hundred bards. 
The poem closes with a speech of Fingal. 

As when the wintry winds have seized the waves 
of the mountain-lake, have seized them^ in stormy 
night, and cloathed them over with ice 5 white, to 
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the hunter's early eye, the biilows still seem to roll. 
He turns his ear to the sound of each unequal ridge. 
But each is silei^t, gleaming, strewn with boughs and 
tufts of grass, which shake and whistle to the wind, 
over their grey seats of frost. So silent shone to the 
morning the ridges of Morven's host, as each warrior 
looked up from his helmet towards the hill of the 
king J the cloud-covered hill of Fingal, where he 
strode, in the folds of mist. At times is the hero 
seen, greatly dim in all his arms. From thought to 
thought rolled the war, along his mighty soul. 

Now is the coming forth of the king. Fu-st ap- 
peared the sword of Luno 3 the spear hal&issuing &oni 
a cloud, the shield still dim in mist. But when the 
stride of the king came abroad, with all his grey^dewy 
locks in the wind ; then rose the shouts of his host 
over every moving tribe. They gathered, gleaming, 
round, with all their echoing shields. So rise the 
green seas round a spirit, that comes down from the 
squally wind. The traveller hears the sound afar, and 
lifts his head over the rock. He looks on the troubled 
bay, and thinks he dimly sees the form. The waves 
sport, unwieldy, round, with all their backs of foam. 

Far-distant stood the son of Morni, Duthno's race, 
and Cona's bard. We stood far- distant 3 each be- 
neath his tree. We shunned the eyes of the king 5 
we had not conquered in the fidd. A little stream 
rolled at ipy feet: I touched its light wave, with my 
sppar. I touchy it with my spear 3 oor there wa3 t^e 
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soul of Ossian. It darkly rose> from thought to 
thought, and sent abroad the sigh. 

** Son of Morni/* said the king, " Dermid, hun* 
ter of rocs ! why are ye dark, like two rocks, each 
vf ith its trickling waters ? No wrath gathers on Fin- 
gars soul, against the chiefs of men. Ye are my 
strength in battle ; the kindling of my joy in peace. 
IVly early voice has been a pleasant gale to your ears, 
-when Fillan prepared tlie bow. The son of Fingal is 
not here, nor yet the chace of the bounding roes. But 
why should the breakers of shields stand, darkened^ 
faraway?" 

Tall they strode towards the king ; they saw him 
turned to Mora's wind. His tears came down, for 
his blue-eyed son, who slept in the cave of streams. 
But he brightened before them, and spoke to the 
broad-shielded kings. 

" Cromipal, with woody rocks, and misty top, 
the field of winds, pours forth, to the sight, blue 
Lubar*s streamy roar. Behind it rolls clear- winding 
Lavath, in the still vale of deer. A cave is dark in 
a rock -, above it strong- winged eagles dwell ; broad- 
headed oaks, before it, sound in Cluna's wind. 
Within, in his locks of youth, is Ferad-artho,* blue- 

, * Ferad-artho was the son of Cairbar Mac-Cormac king of 
Ireland. He was the only one remaining of the race of Conar, 
the son of Trenmor, the first Irish monarch, according to 
Ossian. In order to make this passage thoroughly understood, 
it may not be improper to recapitulate some part of what has 
been said in preceding notes. Upon the death of Conar the sea 
of Trenmor, his son Cormac succeeded onth^ Irish throBc. 
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e^ed king, the son of broad-shidded Cairbar, from 
UUin of the rocs. He listens to the voice of Condan^ 
a8> gi^y» he bends in feeble light. He listens, for 
his foes dwell in the echoing halk of Tenaora. He 
comes, at times, abroad, in the skirts of mist, to 

Cormac reigned long. His children were, Cairbar, who suc- 
ceeded him, and Ros-crana, the first wife of Fingal. Cairbar, 
long before the death of his father Cormac, had taken to wife 
Bos-gala, the daughter of Colgar, one of the most powerful 
chiefs in Connaught, and had, by her, Artho, afterwards king 
of Ireland. Soon after Artho arrived at man's estate, his mo- 
ther Bos-gala died, and Cairbar married Beltanno, the daughter 
of Conachar of UUin, who brought him a son, whom he called 
Ferad-artho, i. e. a man in the plaice of Artho, The occasion 
of the name was this: Artho, when his brother was born, was 
absent, ob an expedition, in the south of Ireland. A false re- 
port was brought to bis father, that he was killed. Cairbar, to 
use the words of a poem on the subject, darkened for his fair- 
haired son. He turned to the young beam of light, the son of 
Ballanno of Conachar, J hou s halt hCf Ferad-artho, he said, a 
fire before thy race, Cairbar, soon after, died, nor did Artho 
long survive him. Artho was succeeded, in the Irish throne, 
by his son Cormac, who, in his minority, was murdered by 
Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul. Ferad-artho, says tradition,' 
was very young, when the expedition of Mngal, xo settle him 
on the throne of Ireland, happened. During the short reign of 
young Cormac, Ferad-artho lived at the royal residence of Te- 
mora. Upon the murder of the king, Condan, the bard, con- 
veyed Ferad-artho, privately, to the cave of Cluna, behind the 
mountain Crommal, in Ulster, where they both lived conceal- 
ed, during the usurpation of the family of Atha. A late bard 
has delivered the whole history, in a poem just now in my pos- 
session. It has little merit, if we except thescepe between Fe* 
rad-artho, and the messengers of Fingal, upon their arrival, in 
the valley of Cluna. After hearing of the great actions of Fin- 
gal, the young prince propases the following questions concern- 
ing him, to Gkiul and Dermid : « Is the king tall as the rock of 
my cave? Is his spear a fir of Cluna? Is he a rough-winged 
blast, on the mountain, which takes the green oak by the head, 
and tears it from its hill? Glitters Lubar within his stride, when 
he sends his stately steps along. Nor is he tall, said Gaul, as 
that rock: nor glitter streams within his strides, but his soul is 
a mighty flood> like the strength of Ullin's seas." 



AN EPIC POEM. 323 

pierce the bounding roes. When the sun looks on 
the field, nor by the rock, nor stream, is he ! He 
shuns the race of Bolga, who dwell in his father's hall. 
Tell him, that Fingal lifts the spear, and that his 
foes, perhaps, may fail." 

" Lift up, O Gaul, the shield before him. Stretch, 
Dermid, Temora's spear. Be thy voice in his ear, O 
Carril, with the deeds of his fathers. Lead him to 
green Moi-lena, to the dusky field of ghosts ; for 
there, 1 fall forward, in battle, in the folds of war. 
Before dun night descends, come to high Dunmora's 
iop. • Look, from the grey skirts of mist, on Lena 
of the streams. If there my standard shall fioat on 
wind, over Lubar's gleaming stream, then has not 
Fingal failed in the last of his fields." 

Such were his words -, nor aught replied the silent, 
striding kings. Tliey looked side-long, on Erin's 
host, and darkened, as they went. Never before had 
they left the king, in the midst of the stormy field. 
Behind them, touching at times his harp, the grey- 
haired Carril moved. He foresaw the fall of the peo- 
ple, and mournful was the sound I It was like a breeze 
that comes, by fits, over Lego's reedy lake -, when sleep 
half-descends on the hunter, within his mossy cave. 

'' Why bends the bard of Cc«ia/* said Fingal, 

" over his secret stream ? Is this a time for sorrow, 

father of low-laid Oscar ? Be the warriors * remem- 

• • Malvina is supposed to speak the following soliloquy : 

** Malvina is like the bow of the shower, in the secret valley 
of streams ; it is bright, but the drops of heaven are rolling on 
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bered in peace j when echoing shields are heard no 
more. Bend^ then, in grief, over the flood, where 
blows the mountain breeze. Let them pass on thy 
soul, the blue-eyed dwellers of the tomb. But Erin 
rolls to war 5 wide- tumbling, rough, and dark. Lift, 
Ossian, lift the shield. I am alone, my son !" 

As comes the sudden voice of winds to the becahn- 
ed ship of Inis-huna, and drives it large, along the 
deep, dark rider of the wave 5 so the voice of Plngal 
sent Ossian, tall, along the heath. He lifted high 
bis shining shield, in the dusky wing of war : like the 
broad, blank moon, in the skirt of a cloud, before 
the storms arise. 

Loud, from moss-covered Mora, poured down, at 
once, the broad-winged war. fingal led his people 

its blended light. They say, that I am fair within my locks, 
but, on my brightness, is the wandering of tears. Darkness 
flies over my soul, as the dusky wave of the breeze, along the 
grass of Lutha. Yet have not the roes failed me, when I moved 
between the hills. Pleasant, beneath my white hand, arose the 
sound of harps. What then, daughter of Lutha, travels over 
thy soul, like the dreary path of a ghost along the nightly beam ? 
Should the young warrior fall, in the roar of his troubled fields ! 
Young virgins of Lutha arise, call back the wandering thoughts 
of Malvina. Awake the voice of the harp, along my echoing 
vale. Then shall my soul come forth, like a light from the 
gates of the morn, when clouds are rolled around them, with 
their broken sides. 

" Dweller of my thoughts, by night, whose form ascends in 
troubled fields, why dost thou stir up my soul, thou far-distant 
son of the king ? Is thiit the ship of my love, its dark course 
thro' the ridges of ocean ? How art thou so sudden, Oscar, 
from the heath of shields ?" 

The rest of this poem consists of a dialogue between UUin 
and Malvina, wherein the distress of the latter is carried to the 
highest pitch. 
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forth, king of Morven of streams. On high spreads 
the eagle*s wing. His grey hair is poured on. his 
shoulders broad. In thunder are bis mighty strides. 
He often stood, and saw behind, the wide-gleaming 
rolling of armour. A rock he seemed, grey over with 
ice, whose woods are high in wind. Bright streams 
leap from its head, and spread their foam on blasts. 

Now he came to Lubar's cave, where Fillan darkly 
slept. Bran still lay on the broken shield : the eagltf- 
wing is strewed by the winds. Bright, from withered 
ftirze, looked forth the hero's spear. Then grief 
stirred the soul of the king, like whirlwinds blacken- 
ing on a lake. He turned his sudden step, and lean- 
ed on his bejnding spear. 

White-breasted Bran came bounding with joy to 
the kno>;(m patli of Fingal. He came, and looked to- 
wards the cave, where the blue- eyed hunter lay, for 
he was wont to stride, with morning, to the dewy 
bed of the roe. It was then the tears of the king came 
down, artd all his soul was dark. But as the rising 
wind rolls away the storm of rain, and leaves the 
white streams to tlie sun, and high hills with their 
heads of grass : so the returning war brightened the 
mind of Fingal. He boanded,* on his spear, over 

• The Irish composirions concerning Fingal invariably speak. 
of him as a giant. Of these Hibernian poems there are now 
many in my hands. From the language, and allusiohs to the 
times in which they were writ, I shoilld fix the date of their 
cbmposition in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. In some 
passages, the poetry is far from wanting merit, but the fable is 
unnatural, and the whole conducft of "the pieces injudicious. -I 
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Lubar^ and struck his echoing shield. His ridgy ho^ 
bend forward, at once, with all their pointed steel. 

Nor Erin heard, with fear, the sound : wide they 
came rolling along. Dark Malthos, in the wmg of 
war, looks forward from shaggy brows. Next rose 
that beam of light Hidalla; then the side-long-look- 
ing gloom of Mbronnan. Blue-shielded Clonar lifts 
the spear -, Cormar shakes his bushy locks on the 
wind. Slowly, from behind a rock, rose the bright 
form of Atha. First appeared his two pointed spears, 
then the half of his burnished shield : like the rising 
of a nightly meteor, over the vale of ghosts. But 
when he shone all abroad: the hosts plunged, at 
once, into strife. Tlie gleaming waves of steel are 
poured on either side. 

shtAX give one instance of the extravagant fictions of the Irislr 
bards, in a poem which they, most unjustly, ascribe to Ossian. 
The story of it is this : Ireland being threatened with an inva- 
sion from some part of Scandinavia, Fingal sent Ossian, Oscar,. 
and Ca-olt, to watch the bay, in which, it was expected, the 
enemy was to land. Oscar, unluckily, fell asleep, before the 
Scandinavians appeared ^ and, great as he was, says the Irish 
bard, he had one bad property, that no less could waken him, 
before his time, than cutting off one of his fingens, or throwing 
a great stone against his head ; and it was dangerous to come 
near him on those bccasions* till he had recovered himself, and 
was fully awake. Ca-olt, who was employed by Ossian to 
waken his son, made choice of throwing the stone against his 
head, as the least dangerous expedient. The stone, rebounding 
from the hero's head, shook, as it rolled along, the hill for three 
miles round. Oscar rose in rage, fought bravely, and, singly, 
vanquished a wing of the enemy's army. Thus the bard goes . 
on, till Fingal put an end to the war, by the total rout of the 
Scandinavians. Puerile, and even despicable, as these fictions 
are, yet Keating and O'Flaherty have no better authority than 
the poems which contain them, for all that they write concern- 
ing Fion Mac-Gomnal, and the pretended militia of Ireland. 
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. As meet two troubled seas^ with the rolling of all 
their wave^^ when they feel the wings of contending 
^winds^ in the rock-sided frith of Lumon j along the 
echoing hills is the dim course of ghosts : from the 
blast fall the torn groves on the deep, amidst the 
foamy path of whales. So mixed the hosts ! Now 
Fingal ; now Cathmof came abroad. The dark tum- 
bling of death is before them : the gleam of broken 
steel is rolled on their steps, as, loud, the high- 
bounding kings hewed down the ridge of shields. 

Moronnan fell, by Fingal, laid large across a 
stream. The waters gathered by his side, and leapt 
grey over his bossy shield. Clonar is pierced by Cath- 
mor : nor yot lay the chief on earth. An oak seized 
his hair in his fall. His helmet rolled on the ground. 
By its thong, hung his broad shield 3 over it wander- 
ed his streaming blood. Tla-min^ shall weep, in 
the hall, and strike her heaving breast. 

* Tla-min, mildly soft. The loves of Clonar and Tlamin 
were rendered famous in the north, by a fragment of a lyric 
poem. It is a dialogue between Clonar and Tlamin. She be- 
gins with a soliloquy, which he overhears. 

Tlamin. — ** Clonar, son of Conglas of I-mor, young hunter 
of dun-sided roes! where art thou laid, amidst rushes, beneath 
the passing wing of the breeze ? 1 behold thee, my love, in the 
plain of thy own dark streams ! The clung thorn is rolled by the 
wind, and rustles along his shield. Bright in his locks he lies : 
the thoughts of his dreams fly, darkening, over his face. Thou 
thinkest of the battles of Ossian, young son of the echoing 
isle! 

*< Half hid, in the grove, I sit down. Fly back, ye mists of 
the hill. Why should ye hide her love from the blue eyes of 
Tlamin of harps ? 

Clonar.— << As the spirit, seen in a dream, flies off from our 
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Nor did Ossian forget the spear^ in the wing of his 
war. He strewed the field with dead* Young Hidalla 
came. " Soft voice of streamy Clonra I Why dost 
thou lift the steel ? O that we met, in the strife of 
song, in thy own rushy vale !" Malthos beheld him 
low, and darkened as he rushed along. On eithor 
side of a stream, we bend in the echoing strife. * 
Heaven comes rolling down : around burst the voices 
of squally winds. Hills are clothed, at times, in fir& 
Thunder rolls in wreaths of mist. In darkness shrunk 
the foe : Mor\ en*s warriors stood aghast. Still I bent 
over the stream, amidst my whistling locks. 

Then rose the voice of Fingal, and the sound of 
the flying foe. I saw thfe king, at times, in light- 
ning, darkly-stridiAg in his might. I struck my 
echoing shield, and hung forward on the steps of 
Alnecma : the foe is rolled before me, like a wreath 
of smoke. 

The sun looked forth from his cloud. The hundred 

opening; eyes, wc think, we behold his bright path between the 
closing hills ; so fled the daughter of Clun-gal, from the sight 
of Clonar of shields. Arise from the gathering of trees ; blue- 
eyed Tlamin arise. 

Ti AMiN. — " I turn me away from his steps. Why should 
he know of my love ! My white breast is heaving over sighs, as 
foam on the dark course of streams. But he passes avray, in 
his arms ! Son of Conglas, my soul is sad. 

Clonar.—" It was the shield of Fingal! the voice of king« 
from Selma of harps ! My path is towards green Erin. Arise, 
fair light, from thy shades. Come to the field of my soul, there 
is the spreading of hosts. Arise, on Cloitar's troubled soul* 
young daughter of the blue-shielded Clungal." 

• Clungal was the chief of I-mor, one of the Hebrides. 
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streams of Moi-lena shone. Slow rose the blue co- 
iumxis of mist, against the glittering hill. " Where 
3re the mighty kings?* Nor by that stream, nor 
wood are they ! I hear the clang of arms ! Their strife 
is in tlie bosom of that mist. Such is the contending 
of spirits in a nightly cloud, when they strive for the 
wintry wings of winds, and the rolling of the foam- 
covered waves. 

• I rushed along. The grey mist rose. Tall, gleam- 
ing, they stood at Lubar. Cathmor leaned against a 
rock. His half-fallen shield received the stream, that 
leapt from the moss above. Towards him is tlie 
stride of Fingal : he saw the hero's blood. His sword 
fell slowly to his side. He spoke, midst his darken- 
ing joy. 

'* Yields the race of Borbar-duthul ? Or still does 
he lift the spear ? Not unheard is thy name, at Atha, 
in the green dwelling of strangers. It has come, like 
the breeze of his desert, to the ear of Fingal. Come 

♦ Fingal and Cathmor. The conduct here is perhaps pro- 
per. The numerous descriptions of single combats have al- 

' ready exhausted the subject. Nothing new, nor adequate to 
our high idea of the kings, can be said. A column of mist is 

^hrown over the whole, and the combat is left to the imagina- 
T^^jfthe reader. Poets have almost universally failed in 
thel^lHtiiptions of this sort. Not all the strength of Homer 
could sustain, with dignity, the minuficB of a single combat. 
The throwing of a spear, and the braying of a shield, as some 
of our own poets most elegantly express it, convey no magnifi- 
cent, though they are striking ideas. Our imagination stretches 
beyond, and consequently, despises, the description. It were, 
therefore, well, for some poets, in my opinion, (though it is, 
perhaps, somewhat singular) to have, sometimes, thrown mist 
over their single combats. 



332 T E M O R A : 

to my hJIl of feasts : the mighty fail, at times. Nd 
fire am I to low-laid foes : I rejoice not over the fall 
of the brave. To close ♦ the wound is mine : I have 
known the herbs of the hills. I seized their fair 
heads, on high, as they waved by their secret 
streams. Thou art dark and silent, king of Atha of 
strangers !" 

*' By Atha of the stream," he said, '' there rises 
a mossy rock. On its head is the wandering of 
boughs, within the course of winds. Dark, in its 
face, is a cave, with its own loud rill. There have 
I heard the tread of strangers,+ when they passed to 
my hall of shells. Joy rose, like a flame, on my soul : 
I blest the echoing rock. Here be my dwelling, in 

• Fing;al is very much celebrated, in tfadition, for his know, 
ledge in the virtues of herbs. The Irish poems, concerning 
him, often represent him curing the wounds which his chiefs 
received in battle. They fable concerning him, that he was in 
possession of a cup, containing the essence of herbs, which in- 
stantaneously healed wounds. The knowledge of curing the 
wounded, was, till of late, universal among the Highlanders^ 
We hear of no other disorder, which required the skill of phy- 
sic. The wholesomeness of the climate, and an active life, 
spent in hunting, excluded diseases. 

i* Cathmor reflects, with pleasure, even in his last moments, 
on the relief he had afforded to strangers. The very tread of 
their feet was pleasant in his ear. His hospitality was not passed 
unnoticed by the bards ; for, with them, it became a proverb, 
when they described the hospitable disposition of a hero, that 
he was like Cathmor o/Mha, the friend of strangers. It will 
seem strange, that, in all the Irish poems, there is no mention 
made of Cathmor. This must be attributed to the revolutions 
and domestic confusions which happened in that island, and 
> utterly cut off all the real traditions concerning so ancient a 
period. All that we have related of the state of Ireland before 
the fifth century is of late invention, and the work of ill-inform^ 
ed senachies and injudicious bards. 
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darkness -, in my grassy vale. From this I shall 
moant the breeze, that pursues my thistle's beard ; or 
look down, oh blue-winding Atha, from its wander- 
ing mist." 

" Why speaks the king of the tomb ? Ossian! the 
'warrior has failed ! Joy meet thy soul, like a stream, 
C^thmor, friend of strangers ! My son, I hear the 
call of years -, they take my spear as they pass along.. 
Why does not Fingal, they seem to say, rest within 
his hall ? Dost thou always delight in blood ? In the 
tears of tlie sad ? No : ye dark-rolling years, Fingal 
delights not in blood. Tears are wintry streams that 
waste away my soul. But, when 1 lie down to rest, 
then comes the mighty voice of war. It awakes me, 
in my haD, and calls forth all my steel. It shall call 
it forth no more ; Ossian, take thou thy father's spear. 
Lift it, in battle, when the proud arise. 

" My fathers, Ossian, trace my steps 3 my deeds 
are pleasant to their eyes. Wherever I come forth 
to battle, on my field, are their columns of mist. 
But mine arm rescued the feeble 5 the haughty found 
my rage wis fire^^ Never over the fallen did mine 
eye rejoice. For this,* my fathers shall meet me, at 
the gates of their airy halls, tall, with robes of light, 
with mildly- kindled eyes. But, to the proud in arms, 

* The Celtic nations had some idea of rewards, and perhaps 
of punishments, after death. Those who behaved, in life, with 
bravery and virtue, were received, with joy, to the airy halls of 
their fathers ; but the dark in soul, to use the expression of the 
poet, were spumed away /rom the habitation qfheroefs ^0 wof^'^ . 
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they are darkened moons in heaven^ which send the 
fire of night red-wandering over their face. 

" Father of heroes, Trenmor, dweller of eddying 
winds ! I give thy spear to Ossian^ let thine eye re- 
joice. Thee have I seen, at times, bright from be- 
tween thy clouds ; so appear to my son, when he is 
to lift the spear : then shall he remember thy mighty 
deedsy. though thou art now but a blast." 

He gave the spear to my hand, and raised, at 
once, a stone on high« to speak to future times, with 
its grey head of moss. Beneatli he placed a sword * 
in earth, and one bright boss from his shield. Dark 
in thought, a^ while, he bends : his words, at length, 
came forth. 

'* When thou, O stime> shall moulder down, and 
lose thee, in the moss of years, then Shall the tra- 
veller come, and whistling pdss away. Thou know'st 
not, feeble man, that fame ohce shone on Moi-lena. 
Here Fingal resigned his spear, after the last of his 
fields. Pass away, thou empty shade I in thy voice 
there is no renown. Thou dwellest by some peaceful 

der on all the winds. Another opinion which prevailed in those 
times, tended not a little to make individuals emulous tpexocl 
one another in martial atchievcments. It was thought, that, 
ill the hall of clouds, every one had a seat, raised above others, 
in proportion as he excelled theni,.in valour, when he lived. 

* There are some stones still to be seen in the north, which 
were erected as memorials of some remarkable transactions 
^ between the ancient chiefs. There are generally found, be- 
neath them, some pieces of arms, and a bit of half^bucot 
wood. The cau«e of placing the last there is not mentioned' 
in tradition; t 
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stream j yet a few years, and thou art gone. No one 
remembers thee, thou dweller of thick mist ! But 
Fingal shall be clothed with fame, a beam of light to 
other times 3 for he went forth, in echoing steel, to 
save the weak in arms." 

Brightening in his fame, the king strode to Lubar's 
sounding oak, where it bent from its rock, over the 
bright- tumbling stream. Beneath it is a narrow plain, 
and the sound of the fount of the rock. Here the 
standard * of Morven poured its wreaths on the wind, 
to mark the way of Ferad-artho, from his secret vale. 
Bright, from his parted west, the sun of heaven looked 
abroad. The hero saw his people, and heard their 
shouts of joy. In brokbn ridges round, they glittered 
to the beam. The king rejoiced, as a hunter in his 
own green vale, iwhen, after the storm is rolled away, 
he sees the gleaming sides of the rocks. The green 
thorn shakes its head in their face ; from their top look 
forward the roes. v 

Grey,t at his mossy cave, is bent the aged form of 
Clonmal. Tlie eyes of the bard had failed. He 

* The erecting of his standard on the bank of Lubar, was the 
signal which Fingal, in the beginning of the book, promised to 
give to the chiefs, who went to conduct Ferad-artho to the 
army, should he himself prevail in battle. This standard here 
is called, the sun- beam. The reason of this appellation, I gave. 
in my notes on the poem intitled Fingal. 

f The scene is changed to the valley of Lona, whither Sul- 
malla had been sent, by Cathmor, before the battle. Clon- 
mal, an aged bard, or rather druid, as he seems here to be en« 
dued with a prescience of events, had long dwelt there in a 
cs^ve. This scene is calculated to throw a melancholy gloom 
over the mind. 
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leaned forward^ on his staff. Bright in her locks, 
before him, Sul-maUa listened to the tale ; the^e of 
the kings of Atha, in the days of old. The lioisb of 
battle had ceased in his ear : he stopt, and raised the 
secret sigh. The spirits of the dead, they said, often 
lightened along his soul. He saw the king of Atlia 
low, beneath his bending tree* 

" Why art thou dark ?" said the maid. " The 
" strife of arms is pa^t. Soon* shall he come to thy 
cave, overthy winding streams. The sun looks fr6m 
the rocks of the west. The mists of the lake arise. 

Grey, they spread oh that hill, the rushy dwelling 
of roes. From the mist shall my king appear ! Be- 
hold, he comes in his arms. Come to the cave of 
Cloamal, O my best beloved.!** ^ 

It was the spirit of Cathmor, stalking, large, a 
gleaming form. He sunk by the hollow stream, that 
roared between thie hills. " It was but the hunter," 
she said, *' who searches for the bed of the roe. 
His steps are hot forth to war 5 his spouse expects 
him with night. He shall, wWstling, return with 
the spoils of the dark brown hinds." Her eyes 
were turned to the hill ; again the stately form came 
down. She rose in the midst of joy. He retired 
again in' mist. Gradual vanish his limbs of smoke, 
and mix with the mountain wind. Then she 
knew that he fell ! " King of Erin art thou low !*' 

* Cathmor had promised, in the seventh book, to come t« 
the cave of Clonmal, after the battle was over. 
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Let Ossian forget her grief; it wastes the soul of 
age* 

Evening came down on Moi-lena. Grey rolled the 
streams of the land. Loud came forth the voice of 
Fingal: the beam of oaks arose. The people gathered 
round with gladness; with gladness blended with 
shades. They sidelong looked to the king, and be- 
held his unfinished joy. Pleasant, from the way of 
die desert, the voice of music came. It seemed, at 
first, the noise of a stream, far-distant on its rocks. 
Slow it rolled along the hill, like the ruffled wing of 
a breeze, when it takes the tufted beard of the rocks, 

* Tradition relates, that Ossian, tire next day after the deci- 
sive battle between Fingal and Cathmor, went to find out'Sul- 
malla, in the valley of Lona. His address to her follows : 

*' Awake, thou daughter of Conmor, from the fern-skirted 
cavern of Lona. Awake, thou sun-beam in deserts ; warriors 
one day must fail. They move forth, like terrible lights; but, 
often, their cloud is near. Go to the valley of streams, to the 
wandering of herds, on Lumon; there dwells, in his lazy mist, 
the man of many days. But he is unknown, Sul-malla, like 
the thistle of the rocks of roes ; it shakes its grey beard, in the 
wind, and falls, unseen of our eyes. Not such are the kings of 
men, their departure is a meteor of fire, which pours its red 
course from the desert, over the bosom of night. 

** He is mixed with the warriors of old, those fires that have 
hid their heads. At times shall they come forth in song. Not 
forgot has the warrior failed. He has not seen, Sul-malla, the 
fall of a beam of his own: no fair-haired son, in his blood, 
young troubler of the field. I am lonely, young branch of Lu- 
mon, I may hear the voice of the feeble, when my strength 
shall have failed in years, for young Oscar has ceased, on his 
field."—* * • * 

Sulmalla returned to her own country. She makes a consi- 
derable figure in -another poem ; her behaviour in that piece 
accounts for that partial regard with which the poet ought to 
speak of her throughout Tcraora. 

VOL. II. Z 
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in the stiU season of night. It was the voice of Con* 
dan, mixed with Carril's trembling harp. They came^ 
with blue- eyed Ferad-arthoj to Mora of the streams. 

Sudden bursts the song from our bards, on Lena : 
the host struck their shields midst the sound. Glad- 
ness rose brightening on the king^ like the beam of 
a cloudy day, when it rises, on the green hill, before 
the roar of winds. He struck the bossy shield of 
kings ; at once they cease around. Tlie people lean 
forward, from their spears, towards the voice of their 
land,* 

" Sons of Morven, spread the feast} send the night 

away in song. Ye have shone around me, and the 

dark storm is past. My people are the windy rocks, 

from which I spread my eagle-wings, when I rush 

forth to renown, and seize it on its field. Ossian, 

thou hast tlie spear of Fingal : it is not the staff of a 

* Before I finish my notes, it may not be altogether impro- 
per to obviate an objection, which may be made to the credi- 
bility of the story of Temora. It may be asked, whether it is 
probable, that Fingal could perform such actions as are ascribed 
to him in this book, at an age when his grandson, Oscar, had 
acquired so much reputation in arms. To this it may be an- 
swered, that Fingal was but very young [book 4th] when he 
took to wife Ros-crana, who soon after became the mother of 
Ossian. Ossian was also extremely young when he married 
Ever-allin, the mother of Oscar. Tradition relates, that Fin- 
gal was but eighteen years old at the birth of his son Ossian; 
and that Ossian was much about the same age, when Oscar, 
his son, was born. Oscar, perhaps, might be about twenty, 
when he was killed, in the battle of Gabhra, [book 1st] so the 
asre of Fingal, when the decisive battle was fought between him 
and Cathmor, was just fifty-six years. In those times of acti- 
vity and health, the natural strength and vigour of a man was 
little abated, at such an age; so that there is nothing impro- 
bable in the actions of Fingal, as related in this book.. 
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boy with whicH he strews tlie thistle round, young 
wanderer of the field. No : it is the lance of the 
mighty, with which they stretched forth their hands 
to death. Look to thy fathers, my son ; they are aw- 
ful beams. With morning lead Ferad-artho forth to 
the echoing halls of Temora. Remind him of the 
kings of Erin ; the stately forms of old. Let not the 
fallen be forgot, they were mighty in the field. Let 
Carril pour his song, that the kings may rejoice in 
their mist. To-morrow I spread my sails to Selma's 
shaded walls : where streamy Duthula winds through 
the seats of roes." 



CONLATH & CUTHONA: 

A IPOEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

CoNLATH was the youngest of Momi's sons, and brother to the 
celebrated Gaul. He was in love with Cuthona the daugh- 
ter of Rumar, when Toscar the son of Kinfena, accompanied 
by Fercuth, his friend, arrived from Ireland, at Mora, where 
G3nlath dwelt. He was hospitably received, and, according 
to the custom of the times, feasted three days with Conlath. 
On the fourth he set sail, and coasting the island of waves, 
one of the Hebrides, he saw Cuthona hunting, fell in love 
with her, and carried her away, by force, in his ship. He was 
forced, by stress of weather, into I-thona, a desert isle. In 
the mean time Conlath, hearing of the rape, sailed after him, 
and found him on the point of sailing for the coast of Ireland. 
They fought ; and they and their followers fell by mutual 
wounds. Cuthona did not long survive ; for she died of 
grief the third day after. Fingal, hearing of their unfor- 
tunate death, sent Stormal the son of Moran to bury them^ 
but forgot to send a bard to sing the funeral song over their 
tombs. The ghost of Conlath comes, long after, to Ossian, 
to intreat him to transmit to posterity, his and Cuthdna's 
fame. For it was the opinion of the times, that the souls 
of the deceased were not happy, till their elegies were com- 
posed by a bard. 



"Dim not Ossian hear a voice ? or is it the sound of 
4a7S that are no more ? Often does the mepiory of 
former times come^ like the evening sun, on my soul. 
The noise of the chace is renewed. In thought^ I 
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lift the spear. But Ossian did hear a voice ! Who 
art thou, son of night ? The children of the feeble 
are asleep. Hie midnight "wind is in ray hall. Per- 
haps it is the shield of Fingal that echoes to the blast. 
It hangs in Ossian's hall. He feels it sometimes 
ivith his hands. Yes! I hear thee^ my friend! 
Long has thy voice been absent from mine ear! 
What brings thee, on thy cloud, to Ossian, son 
of generous Momi ? Are the friends of the aged 
near thee ? Where is Oscar^ son of fame ? He 
was often near thee, O Conlath, when the sound 
of battle arose. 

GHOST OF CONLATH. 

Sleeps the sweet voice of Cona, in the midst of 
his rustling hall ? Sleeps Ossian in his hall, and his 
friends without their fame? The sea rolls round 
dark I-thona.* Our tombs are not seen in our isle. 
How long shall our fame be unheard, son of resound- 
ing Selma ? 

OSSIAN. 

O that mine eyes could behold thee ! Thou 
sittest, dim, on thy cloud ! Art thou like the mist 
of Lano ? An half-extinguished meteor of fire ? Of 
what are the skirts of thy robe ? Of wl^t is thine 
airy bow ? He is gone on his blast like the sl&de of 
a wandering cloud. Come from thy wall, O harp! 

• I.thonn, island ^wmeSf one of the uninhabited westf m 
isles. 
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htt me hear thy sound. Let the light of memory 
rise on I-thona. Let me behold again my friends ! 
And Ossian does behold his friends^ on the dark-blue 
isle. The cave of Thona appears, with its mossy 
rocks and bending trees. A stream roars at its mouth. 
Toscar bends over its course. Fercuth is sad by his 
side. Cuthona* sits at a distance, and weeps. Does 
the wind of the waves deceive me ? Or do I hear 
them speak ? 

TOSCAR. 

The night was stormy. From their hills the 
groaning oaks came down. The sea darkly- tumbled 
beneath the blast. The roaring waves climbed 
against our rocks. The lightning came often and 
shewed the blasted fern. Fercuth ! I saw the ghost 
who embroiled the night. f Silent he stood, on that 
bank. His robe of mist flew on the wind, I could 
behold his tears. An aged man he seemed, and full 
of thought ! 

FERCUTH. 

It was thy father, O Toscar. He foresees some 
death among his race. Such was his appearance on 

• Cuthona the daughter of Rumar, whom Toscar had car- 
ried away l^ force. ^ 

f 'It was long thought, in the north of Scotland, that 
storms were raised by the ghosts of the deceased. This notion 
is still entertained by the vulgar ; for they think that whirl- 
winds, and sudden squalls of wind, are occasioned by spirits. 
Who transport themselves, in that manner, from one place to 
another. 
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Cromla^ before the great Maronnan* fell. £rin of 
hills of grass ! how pleasaqt are thy vales ? Silenoo 
is near thy blue streams. The sun is on thy fields. 
Soft is the sound of the harp in Selama.f Loveljr 
the cry of the hunter on Cromla. But we are in dark 
I-thona, surrounded by the storm. The billows lift 
their white heads above our rocks. We tremble 
amidst the night. 

TOSCAR. 

Whither is the soul of battle fled, Fercuth with 
locks of age ? I have seen thee undaunted in dan- 
ger : thine eyes burning with joy in the fights 
Whither is the soul of battle fled ? Our Others 
never feared. ^ Go : view the settling sea : the 
stormy wind is laid. The billows still tremble on the 
deep. They seem to fear the blast. Go view the 
settling sea. Morning is grey on our rocks. The 
sun will look soon from his east ; in all his pride of 
light! I lifted up my sails, with joy, before the halls 
of generous Conlath. My course was by a desert 
isle : where Cuthona pursued the deer. I saw her, 
like that beam of the sun that issues from the cloud. 
Her hair was on her heaving breast. She, bending 
forward, drew the bow. Her white arm seemed, 
behind her, like the snow of Cromla. Come to my 

* Ma-ronnan was the brother of Toscar. 

•f- Selimath, beautiful to lehold, the name of Toscar's rc^ 
sidence, on the coast of Ulster, near the mountain Cromla. 
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soul, I said, huntress of the desert isle ! But she 
ivastes her time in tears. She thinks of the gene- 
rous Conlath. Where can I find thy peace, Cu- 
thona, lovely maid ! 

CUTHONA.* 

A distant steep bends over the sea, with aged 
trees and mossy rocks. The billow rolls at its 
feet. On its side is the dwelling of roes. The 
people call it Mora. There the towets of iny 
love arise. There Conlath looks over the sea for 
his only love. The daughters of the chace return- 
ed. He beheld their downcast eyes. " Where 
is the daughter of Rumar?" But they answered 
not. My peace dwells on Mora, son of the dis- 
tant land ! 

TOSCAR. 

Cuthona shall return to her peace : to the towers 
of generous Conlath. He is the friend of Toscar ! 
1 have feasted in his halls ! Rise, ye gentle breezes 
of Erin. Stretch my sails toward Mora's shores. 
Cuthona shall rest on Mora : but the days of Toscaf 
must be sad. I shall sit in my cave in the field of 
the sun. The blast will rustle in my trees. I shall 
think it is Cuth6na*s voice. But she is distant far, in 
the halls of the mighty Conlath ! 

* Cu-thona, the mournful sound of the waves ; a poetical 
same given her on account of her mourning to the sound of 
the waves ; her name in tradition is Gorm-huil, the blue-eyed 
maid. 
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CUTHONA. 

Ha ! what cloud is that ? It carries the ghosts of 
my fathers. I see the skirts of their robes^ like grey 
and watry mist. When shall I M, O Rumar ? Sad 
Cuthona foresees her death. Will not Conlath be- 
hold me, before I enter the narrow house ?* 

OSSIAN. 

^ He shall behold »thee, O maid. He comes along 
the heaving sea. The death of Toscar is dark on his 
spear. A wound is in his side ! He is pale at the 
eave of Thona. He shews his ghastly wound. 
Where art thou with thy tears, Cuth6na! The chief 
of Mora dies. The vision grows dim on my mind. I 
behold the chiefs no more ! But, O ye bards of future 
times, remember the fall of Ck>nlath with tears. He 
fell before his day. Sadness darkened in his hall. 
His mother looked to his shield on the wall, and it 
was bloody .+ She knew that her hero fell. Her 
sorrow was heard on Mora. Art thou pale on thy 
rock, Cuthona, beside the fallen chiefs ? Night 
comes, and day returns, but none appears to raise 
their tomb. Thou frightenest the screaming fowls 
away. Thy tears for ever flow. Thou art pale as a 
watry cloud, that rises from a lake ! 

♦ The grave. 

f It was the opinion of the times, that the arms left by the 
heroes at home, became bloody the very instant their owners 
were killed, though at ever so great a distance. 
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The sons of green Selma came. They found 
Cuthona cold. They raised a tomb over the heroes. 
She rests at the side of Conlath ! Come not to my 
dreams, O Conlath ! Thou hast received thy fame. 
Be thy voice far distant from my hall ; that sleep may 
descend at night. O that I Could forget my friends : 
till my foot-steps should cease to be seen I till I come 
among them with joy ! and lay my aged limbs in the 
narroviT house ! 



BERRATHON 

A POl 



ARGUMENT. 

FiNGAL in his voyage to Lochlin, whither he had been invited 
by Starno the father of Agandecca, touched at Berrathon, an 
island of Scandinavia, where he was kindly entertained by 

' Larthmor the petty king of the place> who was a vassal of the 
supreme kings of Lochlin. The hospitality of Larthmor 
gained him Fingal's friendship, which that hero manifested, 
after the imprisonment of Larthmor by his own son, by send- 
ing Ossian and Toscar, the father of Malvina, so often men- 
tioned, to rescue Larthmor, and to punish the unnatural be- 
haviour of Uthal. Uthal was handsome, and, by the ladies, 
much admired. Nina-thoma, the beautiful daughter of Tor- 
thoma, a neighbouring prince, fell in love and fled with him. 
He proved unconstant ! for another lady, whose name is not 
mentioned, gaining his affections, he confined Nina-thoma 

. to a desert island near the coast of Berrathon. She was re-^ 
licved by Ossian, who, in company with Toscar, landing on 
Berrathon, defeated the forces of Uthal, and killed him in a 
single combat. Nina-thoma, whose love not all the bad be- 
haviour of Uthal could erase, hearing of his death, died of 

. grief. In the mean time Larthmor is restored, and Ossian 
and Toscar return in triumph to Fingal. 

The poem opens with an elegy on the death of Malvina 
the daughter of Toscar, and closes with presages of Ossian's 
death. 



£end thy blue course, O stream I round the nar* 
row plain of • Lutha. Let the green woods hang 
over it, from their hills : the sun look on it at noon. 
♦ Lutha, rmftttream. 
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The thistle is there on its rock, and shakes its beard 
to the wind. The flower hangs its heavy head, wav- 
ing, at times, to the gale. " Why dost thou awake 
me, O gale I** it seems to say, " 1 am covered with 
the drops of heaven ? The time of my fading is near, 
the blast tliat shall scatter my leaves. To-morrow 
shall the traveller come 5 he that saw me in my beauty 
shall come. His eyes will search the field, but they 
will not find me." So shall they search in vain, for 
the voice of Cona, after it has failed in the field. 
The hunter shall come forth in the morning, and the 
voice of my harp shall not be heard. " Where is the 
sonof car-borne Fingal?". The tear will be on his 
cheek ! Then come thou, O Malvina, with all thy 
music, come ! Lay Ossian in the plain of Lutha : let 
his tomb rise in the lovely field. 

Malvina! where art thou, with thy songs, witli 
the soft sound of thy steps ? Son * of Alpin art thou 
near ? where is the daughter of Toscar ? '' I passed, 

son of Fingal, by Tor-lutha's mossy walls. The 
smoke of the hall was ceased. Silence was among the 
trees of the hill. The voice of the chace was over. 

1 saw the daughters of the bow. I asked about Mal- 
vina, but they answered not. They turned their 
faces away : thin darkness covered their beauty. They 
were like stars, on a rainy hill, by night, each look- 
ing fiiintly through her mist." 

* His father was one of Fingal's principal baids, and he had 
a poetical genius. 
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Pleasant * be thy rest, O lovely beam ! soon hast 
thou set on our hills ! The steps of thy departure 
were stately, like the moon on the blue, trembling 
wave. But thou hast left us in darkness, first of the 
maids of Lutha ! We sit, at the rock, and there is no 
voice ; no light but the meteor of fire ! Soon hast 
thou set, O Malvina, daughter of generous Toscar ! 
But thou risest like the beam of the east, among the 
spirits of thy firiends, where they sit, in their stormy 
halls, the chambers of the thunder ! A cloud hovers 
over Cona. Its blue curling sides are high. The 
winds are beneath it, with their wings. Within it is 
the dwelling f of Rngal. There the hero sits in dark- 
ness. His airy spear is in his hand. His shield, half 
covered with clouds, is like the darkened moon j 
when one half still remains in the wave, and the other 
looks sickly on the field ! 

His friends sit around the king, on mist ! They 
hear the songs of Ullin : he strikes the half-viewless 
harp. He raises the feeble voice. The lesser heroes, 
with a thousand meteors, light the airy hall. Mal- 
vina rises, in the midst -, a blush is on her cheek. 

^ Ossian speaks. He calls Malvina a beam of light, and, 
continues the metaphor throughout the paragraph. 

f The description of this ideal palace of Fingal is agreeable 
to the notions of those times, concerning the state of the de- 
ceased, who were supposed to pursue, after death, the pleasures 
and employments of their former life. The situation of the 
Celtic heroes, in their separate state, if not entirely happy, is 
more agreeable, than the notions of the antient Greeks concern- 
ing their departed heroes. 



352 ' B E R* A T H O N : 

She beholds the unknown faces of her fathers. She 
turns aside her humid eyes. " Art thou come so 
noon ?*• daid Fingal^ " daughter of generous Toscar. 
Sadness dwells in the hails of Lutha. My aged son** 
is sad ! I hear the breeze of Cona, that was wont to 
lift thy heavy locks. It comes to the hall, but thou 
art not there. Its voice is mournful among the arms 
of thy fathers ! Go, with thy rustling wing, O breeze! 
sigh on Malvina's tomb. It rises yonder beneath the 
rock^ at the blue stream of Lutha. The maids + are 
departed to their place. Thou alone^ O breeze,- 
moumest there!" 

But who comes from the dusky west, supported on 
a cloud ? A smile is on his grey, watery face. His 
locks of mist fly on wind. He bends forward on his* 
airy spear. It is thy father, Malvina ! " Why shinest 
thou, so soon, on our clouds," he says, " O lovely 
light of Lutha ! But thou wert sad, my daughter. 
Thy friends had passed away. The sons of little 
mien J were in the hall. None remained of the he- 
rocs, but Ossian king of spears !" 

* Ossian; who had a great friendship for Malvina, Loth 
on account of her love for his son Oscar, and her attention to 
himself. 

+ That is, the young virgins who sung the funeral elegy over 
her tomb. 

X Tradition is entirely silent concerning what passed in the 
north, immediately after the death of Fingal and all his 
heroes ; by which it would seem that the actions of their 
successors were not to be compared to those of the renowned 
Fingalians. 
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And dost thou remember Ossian, car-borae Tos- 
car,* son of Conloch ? The battles of our youtli were 
many. Our swords went togetlicr to the field. iThey 
saw us coming like two falling rocks. The sons of 
the stranger fled. '* There come the warriors of 
Cona !*' they said. " Their steps are in the paths of 
the flying I" Draw near, son of Alpin, to the song 
of the aged. The deeds of other times are in my 
soul. My memory beams on the days that are past. 
On the days of mighty Toscar, when our path was 
in the deep. Dray? near, son of Alpin, to the last 
sound of the voice of Cona ! 

The king of Morven commanded. I raised my 
sails to the wind. Toscar chief of Lutha stood at my 
side, I rose on the dark-blue wave. Our course was 
to sea-surrounded Berrathon,f the isle of many storms. 
There dwelt, with his locks of age, the stately 
strength of Larthmor. Larthmor, who spread the 
feast of shells to Fingal, when he went to Stamo's 
halls, in the days of Agandecca. But when the chief 
was old, the pride of his son arose 3 the pride' of 'fair- 
haired Uthal, the love of a thousand maids. He 
bound the aged Larthmor, and dwelt in his sounding 
halls! 

Long pined the king in his cave, beside his rolling 
sea. Day did not come to his dwelling -, nor the 

* Toscar was the son of that Conloch, who was also father 
to the lady, whose unfortunate death is related in the last epi- 
fnodc of the second book of Fingal. 

f Barr^thon, a promontory in the midst of waves, 

VOL. II. A a 
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baming oak by night. But the wind of ocean was 
there> and the parting beam of the moon. The red 
star looked on the king, when it trembled on the 
western wave. Snitho came to Selma's hall : Snitho 
the friend of Larthmor's youth. He told of the king 
of Berrathon : the wrath of Fingal arose. Thrice he 
assumed the spear, resolved to stretch his hand to 
Uthal. But the memory * of his deeds rose before 
the king. He sent his son and Toscar. Our joy was 
great on the rolling sea. We often half-unsheathed 
our swords. For never before had we fought alone, 
in battles of the spear. 

Night came down on the ocean. The winds de- 
parted on their wings. Cold and pale is the moon. 
The red stars lift their heads on high. Our course is 
slow along the coast of Berrathon. The white waves 
tumble on the rocks, '^ What voice is that," said 
Toscar, " which comes between the sounds of the 
waves? It is soft but mournful, like the voice of de- 
parted bards. But I behold a maid.f She sits on 
the rock alone. Her head bends on her arm of snow. 
Her dark hair is in the wind. Hear, son of Fingal, 
her song, it is smooth as the gliding stream.** We 
came to the silent bay, and heard the maid of uight. 

* The meaning is, that Fingal remembered his own great 
actions, and consequently would not sully them by engaging in 
a petty war against Uthal, who was so far his inferior in valour 
and power. 

• Nina-thoma, the daughter of Torthoma, who had been 
confined to a desert island by her lover Uthal. 
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*' How long will ye roll around me, blue-tumbling 
waters of ocean ? My dwelling was not always in 
caves, nor beneath the whistling tree. The feast was ' 
spread in Torthoma's hall. My father delighted in 
my voice. The youths beheld me in the steps of my 
loveliness. They blessed the dark-haired Nina-thoma. 
It was then thou didst come, O Uthal ! like the sun 
of heaven I The souls of the virgins are thine, son of 
generous Larthmor ! But why dost thou leave me 
alone, in the midst of roaring waters ? Was my soul 
dark with thy death ? Did my white hand lift the 
sword ? Why then hast thou left me alone, king of 
high Finthormo !"* 

The tear started from my eye, when 1 heard the 
voice of the maid. I stood before her in my arms. 
I spok6 the words of peace ! " Lovely dweller of the 
cave l what sigh is in thy breast ? Shall Ossian lift 
his sword in thy presence, the destruction of thy foes ? 
Daughter of Torthoma, rise. I have heard the words 
of thy grief. The race of Morven are around thee, 
who never injured the weak. Come to our dark- 
bosomed ship I thou brighter than that setting moon ! 
Our course is to the rocky Berrathon, tQ the echoing 
walls of Finthormo.*' She came in her beauty 5 she 
came with all her lovely steps. Silent joy brightened 
in her face j as when the shadows fly from the field 

• Finthormo, the palace of UthaU The names in this epir 
«ode are not of a Celtic original. 
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(^spring; the blue-stream is rolling in brightness, 
and the g^een bush bends over its course ! 

The rooming rose with its beams. We came to 
Rothma*s bay. A boar rushed from the wood : my 
spear pierced his side, and he fell. 1 rejoiced over 
the blood.* 1 foresaw my growing fame. But now 
the sound of Uthal's train came, from the high Fm- 
thormo. They spread over the heath to the chace of 
the boar. Himself comes slowly on, in the pride of 
his strength. He lifts two pointed spears. On his 
his side is the hero's sword. Three youths carry his 
polished bows. The bounding of five dogs is before 
him. His heroes move on^ at a distance, admiring 
the steps of the king. Stately was the son of Larth- 
mor ! but his soul was dark I Dark as the troubled 
face of the moon, when it foretels the storms ! 

We rose on the heath before the king. He stopt 
ill the midst of his course. His heroes gathered 
around. A grey-haired bard advanced. " Whence 
are the sons of the strangers !" began the bard of 
song. "The children of the unhappy come to Ber- 
rathon; to the sword of car-borne Uthal. He spreads 
no feast in his hall. The blood of strangers is on his 
streams. If from Selraa's walls ye come, from the 

* Ossian might have thought that his killing a boar on his 
first landing in Berrathon, was a good omen of his future sue*-* 
cess in that island. The present Highlanders look, with a de- 
gree of superstidoo, upon the success of their first action, ^fitef 
they have engaged in any desperate undertaking. 



A P O E M. 357 

mossy walls of Fingal, chuse three youths to go to 
your king to tell of the fall of his people. Perhaps 
the hero may come and pour his blood on Uthal's 
sword. So shall the fame of Finthormo arise, like 
the growing tree of the vale !" 

'• Never will it rise, O bard," I said in the pride 
of ray wrath. " He would shrink from the presence 
of Fingal, whose eyes are the flames of death. The 
son of Comhal comes, and kings vanish before him. 
They are rolled together, like mist, by the breath of 
his rage. Shall three tell to Fingal, that his people 
fell ? Yes ! they may tell it, bard ! but his people 
shall fall with fame !" 

I stood in the darkness of my strength. Toscar 
drew his sword at my side , The foe came on like a 
stream. The mingled sound of deatli arose. Man 
took man, shield met shield 5 steel mixed its beams 
with steel. Darts hiss thro* air. Spears ring on 
mails. Swords on broken bucklers bound. As the 
noise of an aged grove beneath tlie roaring wind, 
when a thousand ghosts break the trees by night, 
such was the din of arms ! But Uthal fell bpneath my 
sword. The sons of Berrathon fled. It was then I 
saw him in his beauty, and the tear hung in my eye ! 
'' Thou art fallen,* young tree," I said, " with all 
thy beauty round tliee. Thou art fallen on thy plains, 

• To mourn over ihe fall of tbcir enemies, was a practice uni- 
versal among the Celtic heroes. This is more agreeable to 
humanity, than the shameful insulting of the dead, so common 
an Homer, a«d after him,, servilely copied by all his imitators, 
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and the field is bare. The winds come from tlic de* 
sert ! there is no sound^in thy leaves ! Lovely art thou 
in death, son of car-borne Larthmor." 

Nina-thoma sat on the shore. She heard the sound 
of battle. She turned her red eyes on Lethmal, the 
grey-haired bard of Selma. He alone had remmned 
on the coast, with the daughter of Torthoma. " Son 
of the times of old !*' she said, " I hear the noise of 
death. Thy friends have met with Uthal and the 
chief is low ! O that I had remained on the rock, in- 
closed with the tumbling waves ! Then would ray 
soul be sad, but his death would not reach my ear. 
Art thou fallen on thy heath, O son of high Frnthor- 
mo ! Thou didst leave me on a rock, but my soul 
was full of thee. Son of high Finthormo ! art thou 
fallen on thy heath ?" 

She rose pale in her tears. She saw the bloody 
shield of Uthal. She saw it in Ossian's hand. Her 
steps were distracted on the heath. She flew. She 
found him. She fell. Her soul came forth in a sigh. 
Her hair is spread on his face. My bursting tears 
descend. A tomb arose on the unhappy. My song 
of woe was heard. " Rest, hapless children of youth ! 
Rest at the noise of that mossy stream ! The virgins 
will see your tomb, at the chace, and turn away their 
weeping eyes. Your fame will be in song. The voice 

the humane Virgil not excepted, who have been more success- 
tii\ in boirowing the imperfections of that great poet, than in 
their imitations ot his beauties. 
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of the harp will be heard in your praise. The daugh- 
ters of Selma shall hear it : your renown shall be in 
other lands. Rest, children of youtli, at the noise of 
the mossy stream !*' 

Two days we remained on the coast. The heroes 
of Berrathon convened. We brought Larthmor to . 
his halls. The feast of shells is spread. The joy of 
the aged was great. He looked to the arms of his fa- 
thers. The arms which he left in his hall, when the 
pride of Uthal rose. We were renowned before 
Larthmor. He blessed the chiefs of Morven. He 
knew not that his son was low, the stately strength 
of Uthal ! They had told, that he had retired to the 
woods, with the tears of grief. They had told it, 
but he was silent in the tomb of Rothma*s heath. 

On the fourth day we raised our sails, to the roar 
of the northern wind. Larthmor came to the coast. 
His bards exalted the song. The joy of the king was 
great, he looked to Rothma's gloomy heath. He saw 
the tomb of his son. The memory of Uthal rose. 
''Who of my heroes," he said, "lies there? he 
seems to have been of the kings of men. Was he re- 
nowned in my halls, before the pride of Uthal rose ? 
Ye are silent, sons of Berrathon ! is the king of heroes 
low ? My heart melts for thee, O Uthal ! though thy 
hand was against thy father. O that I had remained 
in the cave ! that my son had dwelt in Finthormo ! I 
migh^ave heard the tread of his feet, when he went 
to the chace of the boar. I might have heard his 
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voice on the blast of my cave. Then would my soul 
be glad : but now darkness dwells in my halls." 

Such were ray deeds, son of Alpin, when the arm 
of my youth was strong. Such the* actions of Tos- 
car, the car-borne son of Conlocb. But Toscar is 
on his flying cloud. I am alone at Lutha. My voice 
is like the last sound of the wind, when it forsakes 
the woods. But Ossian shall not be long alone. He 
sees the mist that shall receive his ghost. He beholds 
the mist that shall form his robe, when he appears on 
his hills. The sons of feeble men shall behold me, 
and admire the stature of the chiefs of old. They 
shall creep to their caves. They shall look to the sky 
with fear : for my steps shall be in the clouds. Dark- 
ness shall roll on my side. 

Lead, son of Alpin, lead the aged to his woods. 
The winds begin to rise. The dark wave of the lake 
resounds. Bends there not a tree from Mora with its 
branches bare ? It bends, son of Alpin, in the rust- 
ling blast. My harp hangs on a blasted branch. 
The sound of its strings is mournful. Does the 
wind touch thee, O harp, or is it some passing 
ghost I It is the band of Malvina ! Bring me the 
harp, son of Alpin. Another song shall rise. My 
soul shall depart in the sound. My fathers shall 
hear it in their airy hall. Their dim faces shall 
hang, with joy, from their clouds -, and their hands 
receive their son. The aged oak bends ov^ the 
* Ossian speaks. 
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stream. It sighs with all its moss. The withered fern 
whistles near, and mixes, as it waves, with Ossian's hair. 

" Strike the harp, and raise the song : be near, 
with all your wings, ye winds. Bear the mournful 
sound away to FingaFs airy hall. Bear it to FingaFa 
hall, that he may hear the voice of his son. The voice 
of him that praised the mighty ! 

" The blast of north opens thy gates, O King ! 1 

behold thee sitting on mist, dimly gleaming in all 

thine arms. Thy form now is not the terror of the 

valiant. It is like a watery cloud ; when we see the 

stars behind it, with their weeping eyes. Thy shield 

is the aged moon : thy sword a vapour half-kindled 

with iire. Dim and feeble is the chief, who travelled 

in brightness before ! But thy steps* are on the winds 

of the desert. The storms are darkening in thy 

hand. Thou takest the sun in thy wrath, and hidest 

him in thy clouds. The sons of little men are afraid. 

A thousand showers descend. But when thou comest 

forth in thy mildness -, the gale of the morning is 

near thy course. The sun laughs in his blue fields. 

The grey stream winds in its vale. The bushes 

shake their green heads in the wind. The roes bound 

towards the desert. 

• This description of the power of Fingal over the winds 
and storms, and the image of his taking the sun, and hiding 
him in the clouds, do not correspond with the preceding para- 
graph, where he is represented as a feeble ghost, and no more 
the TERROR OF THE VALIANT ; but it Rgrecs with the notion 
of the times concerning the souls of the deceased, who, it was 
supposed, had the command of the winds and storms, but took 
no concern in the af&irs of men. 
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" There is a murmur in the heath ! the stormy 
winds abate ! I hear the voice of Fingal. Long has 
it been absent from mine ear ! *' Come, Osstan^ come 
away," he says. Fingal has received his fame. We 
passed away, like flames that had shone for a season. 
Our departure was in renown. Though the plains of 
our battles are dark and silent 3 our fame is in tlie 
four grey stones. The voice of Ossian has been heard. 
The harp has been strung in Selma. " Come, Ossian, 
come away," he says, " come, fly with thy fathers 
on clouds.** I come, I come, thou king of men ! 
The life of Ossian fails. I begin to vanish on Cona. 
My steps are not seen in Selma. Beside the stone of 
Mora I shall fall asleep. The winds whistling in my 
grey hair, shall not awaken me. Depart on thy wings 
O wind ! thou canst not disturb the rest of the bard. 
The night is long, but his eyes are heavy. Depart, 
thou rustling blast." 

" But why art thou sad, son of Fingal ? Why grows 
the cloud of thy soul ? The chiefs of other times 
are departed. They have gone without their fame. 
The sons of future years shall pass away. Another 
race shall arise, llie people are like the waves of 
ocean : like the leaves of woody Morven, they pass 
away in the rustling blast, and other leaves lift their 
green heads on high.** 

'' Did thy beauty last, O Ryno ?♦ Stood the strength 

* Ryno, the son of Fingal, who was killed in Ireland, in 
the war against Swaran, was remarkable for the beauty of his 
person, his swiftness, and great exploits. Minv&ne, the daugh- 
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of car-borne Oscar ? Fingal himself departed. The 
balls of his fathers forgot his steps. Shalt thou then re- 
main, thou aged bard ! when the mighty have failed ? 
But my fame shall remain^ and grow like the oak of 
Morven ', which lifts its broad head to the storm, and 
rejoices in the course of the wind ! 

ter of Morni, and sister to Gaul, was in love with Ryno. Her 
lamentation over her lover follows ; 

She blushing sad, from Morven's rocks, bends over the 
darkly-rolling sea She sees the youth in all their arms. Where, 
Ryno, where art thou ? 

Our dark looks told that he was low ! That pale the hero flew 
on clouds ! That in the grass of Morven's hills, his feeble voice 
was heard in wind ! 

And is the son of Fingal fallen on Ullin's mossy plains ? 

Strong was the arm that vanquished him ! Ah me ! I am alone ! 

Alone I shall not be, ye winds ! that lift my dark-brown 

hair. My sighs shall not long mix with your stream ; for I 

must sleep with Ryno. 

I see thee not, with beauty's steps, returning from the chace. 
The night is round Minv&ne's love. Dark silence dwells with 
Ryno. 

Where are thy dogs, and where thy bow ? Thy shield that 
was so strong ? Thy sword like heaven's descending fire ? The 
bloody spear of Ryno ? 

I see them mixed in thy deep ship ; I see them stained with 

blood. No arms are in thy narrow hall, O darkly-dwelling Ryno! 

When will the morning come, and say, ** arise, thou king 

of spears ! arise, the hunters arc abroad. The hinds are near 

thee, Ryno!" 

Away, thou fair-haired morning, away ! the slumbering 
king hears thee not ! The hinds bound over his narrow tomb ; 
for death dwells round young Ryno. 

But 1 will tread softly, my king ! and steal to the bed of thy 
repose. Minvine will lie in silence, nor disturb the slumbering 
Ryno. 

The maids shall seek me ; but they shall not find me : they 
shall follow my departure with songs. But I shall not hear 
you, O maids ! I sleep with fair-haired Ryno. 

FINIS. 



J^rintcd by I. D. Dewick, 
AlJcrsgate-sticet. 
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